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1 () 

AN (UNKNOWN rklf'Nli 



sci<:nf.s. 


ACT I. 

Ferkara: Dukk Frcolf^s Court. Revels. 

Man V years^ ir^UrvaL 

ACT IL 

Pisa, durinj^ the French occuj)aiion : Palazzo Stro///i , 
^(//) without; (/') within. 

ACT 111. 

Fl.ORlNl'l- : d'HK Duomo. 

ACT IV. 

Florence : Thi Piazza. (The 'Trial by Fire, and after.) 

ACT V. 

Florenci : (/'/) The Hall of the Orfatfr Council ; 
i { b ) The Pia/./a. 

7 he A^itbor has in parts oj this Piny pennitTed 
himself a fuller development^ both of Iheme and 
Char artery than )he starred Drama nvould require. 



PERSONS. 


! Dnrniri!' (ins 

or 

j Ifriars. 


I l^RA .IhKOMK (^Giro/iwio) S.WONAROLA 
Fra Domenico 
Fra Silvcstro 
Fra Benedetto 
Fra Mariano, a Frannsran^or Grcyjritir, 

King Chari ks V^l. of I*'ranee. 

Guillaume Briconnet, his Minister. 

Robkrto Strov/a, (in old Florentine Notable. 

Niccolini, a lirother oj Merey^ s-metimc his ser^ui'N, 
Francfsco Valori, of the Pia^noni {fa^^onar^a^s^ jin lion 
CiNi, a convert to the Pur^rwni. 

Giuliano Mazzino^i, oj the Arrahbiati [Rabids). 

PiHRO degli Alhi KTi, of the Tiepidi {jl'tpids). 


DoLro'SpiNi 'I 

’Cicco Cki j Cowpir^nacct {Kitjies). 


Has tile 
to 

Savon irol'i 


Gian RinoLn, of the Medici faition. j 

1 he Secretaiy of tlie “ Bight (^hla^e^istraey oj Florence). 
An 1 Eccentric [Michel Aw^elo). 

Lapo, a Philosopher. 


L aodamia, daughter of Roberto Strozzi. 
MoniA Li via, her Aunt. 


Romolino (the Papal zXgent); The Bisliop of VasoiTa; ['’loien 
tine 'Dames and Citizens ; Mechanics*; A Porter 
A Usurer; A Tramp; ‘‘Children of the Kin;*^ ’ 
French and Italian Officers, &c. * 



() I aft fill is slmnf)or; h.ipj)icst lu', flod wof, 

VVlu) slfL'ps iijfstone wliiK* shame and woe endiiie; 

, Wilt) feel, who see—once rich ait‘ now most poor : 

Aisd blind eyes wealth : ah, hn.sli! and wake not! 

Micnn. ANt.Eia) ( /'V the st,ituc <>['•'• Ni~rhi^ 
hi\ Tininiulif in ilone of Ih.itrue hnihrtu’-l 



ARGUMENT 


(1) Sav(>nak()la, in his youth, loval Stro/zi. l>iit 

to savt his lift* Irom a plot Liul by Lapo, his rival, she t(‘i;;mal 
contempt.ot his birtli, aml^)li};hte(l totliis l.ajx) her troth. \\r 
thLTCUj)on (leciicttetl his hie to the eaiise of the leciemption of 
Italy, now, with the l\)pe at its IumJ, o\(‘i to violence, 
hypocrisy, and \ice. * 

( 2 ) Yeais pass, .mJ., a:> i)re.iehei and prophet in I'lorence, he 
has loni^ foia'told the eoinin;M)t a new C’vrus, who shall pur;H‘the 
Church. And, In'hold, Kinj; Cliarles ol 1 r.ine(‘, with a niiidity 
army, appears before I'lorence, thiea’eninp, hei destiin tioij. Init 
S.ivonarola sa\es ifle citv and beeoines its masti'r. I'oi he.subdiu’s 
the Kinj; to his will, pledpjnp, iiim to ii'store ihs,i and Le;a,hoin, 
and t(I chastia* Rome, and Alexander liorjda, her prolli;\are Poj e. 
But in the hour ot his tri'am])h, in iivj^cow a monk, he ajMin meets 
Laoclami.i. I lei lo\e and sacrifico .lie diselo^aal, and his p:uvaon 
is rekindled. Xowalso, I .apo, spurned .dter maiiiape, reai)pear; ; 
and not leeojjni.dn;’ him, I .aodamia is be'^uiled into a plot to entu c 
Sa\onarola from his post with th(‘ oiler of a CardinaTs hat. 

(3) Abandoned bv Charle.*, but still master ol Moienee, 

Savonarola iinds himsetl puisued by the vcav.us'inee ol Pope 
Borj’ia and his allies. lie .ippeals to Morence to hold lirm by 
thc^Just C.ause ; but, bein;> both impatient^il virtue and ;j,really 
injured in their commerce, the citizens revolt. Bisa and I .epjiorn 
are by this time at the Pope’s disposal, and of tluse Lain) has 
procured the oiler: for the city also peace and restored com¬ 
merces for Savonarola a Cardinal’s hat. 'Phe price is the 
desertion of his cause. I/Uod.ami.i, thinking, once more to save 
him, joins Lapo in uri;ing this surrender; hut his conscience 
ovci comes the temptation. * 
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ARGUMENT 


(4] Not SO the conscience of Klorence. His appeal fails, and 
the citi/.ens’ faith in liini wavers, beinj> rooted, not in right, Imt 
in sell-interest and the belicl in iiis miraculous j)Owcrs. His 
followers are thereto!e stung by l,a])0 and his enemies to jmt 
these jiowers to the test by invoking Divine intervention in a 
trial by lire. I'he trial is decreed by the Magistracy, and the 
blame ol its lailuie lai's u])on Savonarola. He is assaulted, 
rcsCucd, anti lecap'uied ; l-aodamia t.ills in the struggle, and re¬ 
gaining consciousness, hell! Ids him delivered over in chains to his 
encmie;:. 

(5) 'The cit\, ilefiaiit ot its conscience, now plunges deeper. 
Justice is prostituted to the dictates of the i.ifuriated Pope, 
Savonarola is tortured, false confessions are procured, and finally 
fie is condemned to an ignominious death. He ptisses his last 
nigjit on bare stones in the Hall ol Mercy that he had built. 
'I'here, silently, one ininisters to him, robed in black from head to 
toot : now must he behold the f.ace, not of Laodamiti, but of 
that I'iterntd Righteousness lot whose cause he sullers death. 
Ikil, c'S for the city, its stifled conscience cries, but too late. In 
his scaffold I' lorence sees a cioss, and in the ringhiera, where 
thev strip him of his raiment, the pnvtorium ot the fated'Jews. 
Now liover the avenging fi-.ies that alllicted Italy thereafter unto 
the thitd and fouith century. She is weighed in the balance and 
found wanting, and her kingdom is given unto those Modes and 
Persians ot the North among whom, in the days th.it followed, 
the love ol traile and emjiire was not greatei th.in the hatred 
of violence, hypocrisy, and vice. 
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A CITY’S TRAGI'.DY 

ACT I 

Scene. —I he Court of Hr role, Duke of Ferruru. Revds. 

Enter, amid the rivellers, the Grefriur, lua Mariano; and 
nuiih him Eranceseo Valori, both oj Florence. 

Mariano. And this, VuU)ri, is l''enarii’s Court ' 

Wc looked tor ail the lights (jt Uulv, 

And lo, a pack of exiles driven Iroin I'Kirence ! 
Falori. At cross-roads, Padre, seek, tor birds and boi^es. 
Mariano. Carrion® towl ; they whet their beaks, they 
croak,— 

A’grnesoine chorus, ’taith; but h'lorence takes 
d'he tune ot all the ages in hd'r octave. 

Ealori. And a merry tune it is. (jlood Mariano, 

There is a stripling here ot Prcole’s Court 
Much given to dreams, and musings in tb.e starlight: 
'Pherc, where the poplars shiver in tlie wind, 
Watching the cold grey river curl and creep, 

I.ike .souls that brood on death, last night I met him, 
And tell a-talking. Padre, I know*not which,— 
Cither the lurid sun.set or his voice, -- 
Shook me as with the toreblast ot a storm. 

This young man thinks that on our 'Puscayi tune 
G»d’s trump will crash ijp .strangely. , 

Mariano. As tor me, 

I stomach not these youngsters of I'errara. 

A 
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Contrast them with Lorenzo’s satellites : 

Signor, ’tis Athens on the Arno : there 
Socrates walks with Charmides again. 

But here we find no taste, — Messer, no taste : 

'I'he only sin the church should never pardon. 
Valnr'i. Not at a [nice? I'or murder,.now, they say, 
T'he market price runs at a thousand ducats. 
Maruuio. Ah, signor, you are merry. As for Ferrara, 
Awhile ago these outlaws clucked of treason : 

"Fen ploth a \c'ar, they say,; and nothing hatched. 
Now they are mum, Sir. Like the, rest of us, 
'f'hey pec k the straw of Plato ;—Sir, they emulate 
'The Morentine Academy ! 

Vahru Ha ha! 

Our Platonksts will tremble for their laurels. . . 
C)i .sii ! good padre, there goes Monna Li via I 
Ah: 'iiurj. A pouch well lined with gold. What gi 
goes with her,— 

Cc'i'tes, what goddess ? 

Viiloi-i, Roberto Strozzi’s daughtc 

Ah, )es: Laodamia, Livia’s niece: 

I knew her as a child. 'The kitten plays ; 

'I'he cait is tetc hy. 

Viil'.ri. Sad her charms are squandered 

Ch)d made* the kittens for the friars to stroke,— 
I'di, [xulre, eh ? 

Mu 'liuio, Messer is wont to jest. 

And who 'nidresses them? 

Vulor'i. Savonarola, 

.Son of the duke’s physician. 

Miiriano. That’s the man I 

I la, knave! He dared accost me,—spoke 
I'lorence,— 

Plague on the puppy’s insolence !—enquired, 



A CITY’S TRACiKDY 


3 


Fumbling for phrases, ^‘^lad I interest? 

Oh, would I not befriend an aged exile?” 
r faith, i’ faith, Duke *Ercole\s serving men 
Lack manners,—stiiiic o’ the kitchen,—Sir, they 
stink ! 

Falori. Truly, in tflorencc even your turnspit knows 
A popular preacher is a little pc/J^e. 

Alariam. Messer ? 

Valori, iNay, pardon. The youth woukfhelp the Strozzi, 
Being, they say, ena^^ioured of the maid. 

’Mariano, Raw ciowns will serve them ill. 
l^alor'i, Badre, you err. 

'I'he Strozzi’s pride mounts high : they use him not. 
He has a zeal too rare: a smouldering lire 
Sleeps in his eyes: you noticed ? ^ 

Mariano, 15y your leave, 

My wits have other wheat to thresh than this 
Of quizzing contadini. Has he power. 

Interest with Ercole,—friends to forward him,— 
Wealth or illustrious birth ? ^ 

Valorl, No interest save 

Some intimate converse with the undying dead, 

No wealth except the unminted currency 

Of opulent ideas, no lustre but 

The glow of a great light within his eyes, 

And in his voice a murmur of rushing rain 
'^I'hat breaks upon the fever ^)f the hour, 
i^quilo upcm Maremina. Badre, lujre : 

I have some zest and liking for the youth 

Since yesternight. . . . Come, come ! I take an ague 

Scenting your Livia’s varnish. • 

• y/v'v pass^ and uungic nuith the nviltf'S in the rear, 
Aloiuhi l.hua and I^aodarnui conie for^uard, 
Naroh/n, a xer^ranty ^ualks behifid them. 
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Laodamia. * ^ Dearest Aunt, 

No butterflies like those that flit in cowls ! 

[Zb her servant^ Catch him, Niccolini : see ! The 
fine grey moth ! . . . 

He is flown ! 

Livid. A butterfly indeed !*» 

I^aodamia. Yes, dear: 

That image that he gave you—Cupid, was it ? 
Livid, Shame ! ’Twas an infant Saviour. i 

I^dodamid. »• Saints forgive me! 

Ah, but the rosary ! ’Twas bellis-'^imo ! 

You count his kisses on it, do you not ? 

Livid, Raga/za ! Silence! My lord shall hear of it ! 
Ldodainid, See I He returns. I knew he could not pass 
you. 

Li'fid, [7!? Lrd AlarianOy luho hius to her gdlld 7 itly\ Ah, 
Padre, you forget. 

Mm 'ni>io. IVIadotiiiJi, no ! 

Am I not overcome" ? Ferrara's cup 
iirims with jour charms ! 

'Livia. Ah how these priests do Hatter ! 

ALirtiino. It seems a thousand years till you return 
Fo Florence . . . What, your niece ? 

Li-inn. YI'o Livjiliimui\ l^aodamia, 

I'ra Mariano, of whom all I'lorence talks,— 

The famous preacher. Do I not, my angel. 

Repeat his sermons every day by heart ? 

'I'hat of th‘' melancholic woes that come 
To infants born ’neath Saturn,—ah, how wise ! 

J ust think what griefs were saved if men but knew ! — 
But,«Padre, best of all, that sweet discourse. 

Flow vft-tue is, of all the attitudes. 

Most elegant . . . Cieli ! Laodamia, look ! 

He is mad,—istark mad,—your Messer Savonarola ! 
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Mariano, Ears to the grating—^stretched along the reeds— 
Is it a fit ? 

Lroia, No . . . Mo*iistroiis ! How they stare ! 

And, padre, think! 'I'^his child acknowledgeti him,— 
Yes, before all the Court I How folk will chatter I 
This comes ot letting popolani hoys 
Play with your daughter in the fiursery. 

I warned Roberto. Bah ! a mere apothecary, 

Aijd, certes, moonstruck, mad I And yet to Lapo, 

A youth whose fortiyic is on all men’s tongues, 

She is disdainful. . . . Ah, he is up again, 

Pressing his temples. , . . Down I h'lop on the Hoor! 
Can anyone doubt he is cra/.ed * 

Mariano, None, by the Mass ! 

Laodamia, Ah no I My God ! He listj;ns I Horrible! 
There you can hear the captives clanking chains^ 
Sobbing and groaning; children too; ah me! 

I heard it. I—i am gay ; soon I forget : 

Poor Girolamo, he cannot: he is so pitiful. . . . 
Ever the joy and music here : but there, 

Down there the dark and anguish. Oh my God !• 
Come, Aunt! I cannot stay. I would go home. 
Come quickly ! 

Livia, Pool !—and in the padre’s presence I 

^Cecco Cei, \jtruts iriy sifigin^ to his lute^ ivith Cini and Dolfc 
^pini\ 

Don, don, don ! 

Where the devil are ye.gone 'i 
With a dame or a damigel-la ? 

With a neat little paparel-la,* 

With a green dress on, 

’ And the neck of a swan, ♦ 

And the eyes of a shy agnel-la 

* (jJreen goose. 
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Citji, Why that caper, bar^cam ? 

Cei. I'c) catch the eye of— 

Hola ! She sees us ! 

Do/fo. Who ? 

Cei. The fair Vannozza. 

Cini. Finger on lip, a pretty pout. 

Dolfo, A kiss ? 

Cini. See, yonder comes Mazzinghi, fresh from Rome: 
She greets lum. 

Kfiler Vtiuliano Alnx7.ni{f^h.K 

Cei. Ball ! llis mouth’s a Hint, a whinstone 

Her lip\s a rose; it would not kiss a rock. 

“ Silence ! ’’ she says. She watches Savonarola, 
Clnl. What, Giioiamo ? 

Cei. Yes, ye gods: behold. 

Yonder he sprawls—half lunatic, yet half 
Power, fellows, power ! 

Don, don, don ! 

Where the devil^— 

I say, sweet Dolfo, 

If your Don Roderigo Borgia, 

Croesus and Cardinal, were Papa of Rome, 

And she, the pretty ’Noz/a, his Pappalecca— 
Dolfo. Fellow, what then ? 

Cei. The devil only knows. 

Ask Messer Savonarola. 

Dolfo. Gnaf-fe ! Why him ? 

Cei. Is not his father Duke’s apothecary. 

His mother Dame Apocalypse ? This fit 
Precedes a prophecy. Now let us pray. 


^ Tit-bit. 
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Hail to the merry nVori'Y month of May • 
Flutter little linnets on the wihl-wood spray ; 
Titter little lovej? in the shadow of the trees : 
^No7/a, ’Nozza'ls tripping iit the leas, 

And the red rose blooms in the month of May. 
Hola, Ma/zii^ghi! DrUvScabocca ! Speak ! 

What is the time of day at Ron>? ? 

Mazziti^hi, 'That hour 

When the bottegas bask beneath flie Pope, 

When gold is free as sunlight, and the arts 
Bloom like a garden. 

Cei. And Cardinals' coiirte/ans 

Smirk to you from the convent walls in paint 
Bright as a bed of cloves, as if to sa)' : 

“ Fcco, mio caro ! Am 1 not Mother of Christ ? 

I low do I look the part ? ” 

CitiL Shame, ’Cecco, shamy*! 

Cdv. Why not, I say ? 

Dolfo, Why not ? 

Cei. ' Oh pious Cini ! 

Art of the clothiers’ guild wtto cut out frocks ^ 

And dost thou fear the frocks will cut thee out? 
Sweet maids have pity on our pious loves ! 

Dolfo, Your monk may buss his misses; that is wtdl. 
Alazziu^h'u Why not ? 

Dolfo, Why not ? 

Cei, Why not ? Drink life like wine : 

(iiilp it not down like physic. A.-Tfor the rest, 
Look well your part and you shall act it well: 

The dress inspires the play : \our actor knows it, 
And shall not Rome, our floly Mother Church ? 
Alazzinghi, Where’s the philosopher ? 


Aiazzifighi, 


What, our 


,apo r 
So! 
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Cei Come, let us seek hin/ 

Lifik.\ his iirDi in Alazzingin Sy and leads him to a 
ditrk corner beneath an arch. 

Mdzziny^hi. Whither now, friend ’Cccco ? 

Cci. d'o Liipo’s Inir. Behold! 

Micc,zin^hi. I see a cobweb. 

Ce^, And 1 a ducal dourt. Lapo is close,— 

Pointing to the coliueb 

Lapo, the glib, the dexterous tarantella; 

'I'his causeway is his staircvise. LTp above 
He c losets with the Pa////i. F.et hiria swing. 

Are you a Hy ? Too soon he scurries down : 

A wasp ? I [e hides : your venom does not find him. 
AIazzln<c,h/ |cvc///^ him curiously and speaking luith signiflcance^^ 
I'rieiid ’Ceego, have you read the newest Plato ? 

Cel^ Philosophy be damned. I love my neck : 

tAye, by the Mass, 1 hug it like a girl’s. 

Dolfo, Gnaf-fe ! I smell a plot. I’d like to know 
What’s in this fine philosophy of l^apo. 

LV/. d'he devil take philosophy, I say. 

A wisp of song is worth a wain of Plato. 

Struts of] 'luith Doljo and Mazzinghiy singing : 
Lips demure of the damsel say, 

Sale are the woods : ccune, walk this way ! ” 
'I'he roses blush, for the young men lie 
In wait for the wench : ‘‘A kiss ! ” they cry,— 

“ A kisr. on the mouth in the month of May ! ” 

• 

Pxcunt. Re-enter Monna Li via and Laodamia. 

Laodiimia, But Aunt, he is a scholar. 

Livid. . Pooh I A scholar I 

*Laod. And lire not such esteemed as counts and piinces.^ 
Do they not enter a city with their spoils, 

Like Conquerors in a triumph } 
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He is a great man : nay, it is very well known 
Poggio will be immortal when your Dante, 

Aye and llocc'acci<j, aiul his naughty tales 
(Which, mind, I never catch you with again !) 

Arc perished and forgotten : though I own 
Boccaccio's ‘^Ancient Deities’’•may live, 

Being writ in Latin : but—your Savonarola! 
Ragazza, you are a fool. 

Laoihnn'ui. ^ At least, dear Aunt, 

Others are^baselier born. 

Livid. You speak of Lapo ; 

l.apo has power, they say. 

Ldodiimid. Bah I ’ I'is a poltroon ! 

Liviit, Indeed, but he luivS writ a book^ 

LaciJdmid, Ah, true ; 

And has the power to fling the hilly book 
At Ciirolamo’s luMd. I think he will lu^r : 
lie is too much afraid. 

Livid \ not hct'ding her\ Philosophy, 

They say: and what they find in it I know not:* 
But since he wrote it, folk do well, I hear. 

To give him twenty sohli to his lira. 

Laodiiniia. O well, though Lapo write a hundred books. 
I’ll hate him ; and until my lord forbids, 

I’ll speak with (iirolamo all the same. 

And Aunt- 

Idvig, You heard of poor^Cannetto 

Laodiiuiia, No. 

Livid, laist night they found him dead in Calle Cane, 
Stabbed in six places. 

Laoddfnia, Horrible ! But ’tos said 

He was a wretch,—a Mediccan spy. 

Oh yes, I get to know much politics. 
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Liifia. [rontinuifig] Also the /.ame Cannetto, so 
Was six times named in Messer Lapo’s be 
Laodnmuj. [ti/arntrd^ Aunt, is it* true ? 

Liquid, \disreg(iyditig /vv*] And wl*ien just now y( 
With Girolamo, Lapo looked and mutterc 
Xo one beside him— [ Fra Marnino pa, 
Xhere goes the Padre ! 

Laodaf7iia, What did he say ? 

Lhna. Sgivith saddcA unrotiicrn] I forget. Som 
Greek, 

I know not what. Ilis mouth smiled 

4. 

eyes. . . . 

• Sit, c hild. Wait for me, while* 1 stop the 
He’ll tell us how he liked the automaton^ 
Alofifhi I/muii i'Ufis ojjy lc(i*iyhig Faodiuyi 
^ the nooky hcficatl? the art h. hr 

^ gf'ee/h/g Ala-zrjfighiy to ^rhoni he ht 

Lapo, Welcome. \^As'idt^ And how goes Rom 
Mazz'ifighi. Good news, fr 

“ De Volentia ac Potentiri"" is the vogue. 
Xhe Passions stir flie Powers, and Plato 
Do/foy ('vV/, (dfii and yllben 
Lape, Ebbene ^ Drink my healtli, and viva Pk 
Tdius Aristotle fouiulers. 

Dolfo, [pointing to the IkgIc] What is this ? 

Gnaf-fe ! 1 .et’s have* your tine philoso 

Lapo, Sirs, I expe)unel. De Volentia ac Potci 
Concerning >^ills anel weape>ns, powers an 
Behold (3ne law of life is everywhere : 
Power to the potent ; let him rule who c 
Power/is the e]uest e^f all: but he)w te) wi 
Even as 34 c^ur varlet, kneeling te> your ma 
Becomes her master ; as the he>ly father. 

Servant of servants, is the lord of all i 

« 
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As, corn in hand, a coluir round his neck, 

Your groom goes forth to catch his mare : even so, 
Dc Volontia ac Potentia, note the rule : 

You ride the Passions and you win the Power. 
Amico mio, if in tlie joke of life 
You’d haverfhe laugh your way, then learn this rule. 
Dolfo. Riding’vS the game ? "I'heu I’m your jockey, l.apo. 
Will’t carry us track to inorence ? Say you thaT: r 
Will’t spill the Metru i—that driTg—that vomit ? 
Lapo. Soft, Dolfo, soft.^ I am no politii'ian. 

Philosoph^^ is the mistress of my heart. 

Enter iUi Usher, He tiddresses I.ap'j, 

Usher, Signor, my h^rd do" Pa///i hade me say 

lie would be honoured by a word with you. 

Lapo, Sir, at your service. ^ 

Dolfo, (hiaf-fe ! I'll not be fud^lled. 

What’s in the wind ? 

Lapo, Nay Dolfo, teach me sword-play ; 

'Then will I te.ich you all philosophy. 

Addio amico mio. * Exit Lmpo. 

Dolfo, I'ellows, wiuit said I ? 

Are there not plots a-brewing.^ Grrr! You smell ’em. 
Your f.apo twist my no7//.le ? No, not he. 

I’m dull at books, but, Gnaf-le ! I’ve a nose. 

Lapo’s a great man, mark you that, my fellows; 
I.apo can brew : he cannot pour the wine,— 

^ Ha, ha! He cannot pour the winy. 

Cci. No, Dolfo, 

There you come in : he cannot pour the wine. 

Dolfo, I’d like to know what’s in this book oj Lapo. 

C/>7/. •Here is a tale, and this may give a cJue. 

When Lapo and I were lads, and pears were sweet, 
Over the wall I’d go, hoist on^his back. 
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And toss the fruit, and take my half in guerdon. 
But if by chance they caught me, Zeus! no halving. 
My portion was the stick, ^Lapo’s the fruit. 

Ecco I The wretch was stalling in the lane j 
The pears were hid; he pored upon a book: 

The virtuous history of the good young Cyrus I 
He over had a smooth and guileless mien, 

And ever, as now, philosophy was his mistress. 

Cei. Lapo to the life. Signors, perpend, deduce ; 

He hoists the l^a//i o’er the walls of IHorence, 

And what they grab he pockets ; if they fail, 

Look for him strolling in the lanes of Venice. 

Do/fo, Who says old Dolfo cannot smell a plot ? 

Your Lapo twist my ncr/zle ? No, not he ! 

Cei, Come, let us scour tor crumbs. 

Cini. Forsooth not I, [Exit. 

Cei. [ J/r/z/j- 0 ^ nvith Dolfo siugi?ig\ 

Shadow and gloom, and the pine woods grey : 

“ Come, oh l.ove I ” and the lips say Nay I 
‘‘Come I ” and the leaves and the lovers sigh, 
And vow the love that will never never die. 

Will never never die in the month of May I 

AdazT^inghi and Alberti nvithdraiv beneath the arch. 
Laodatnia is hidden in a recess. 

Alberti. You have a copy ? 

Mazzingki. Here : this nook is quiet. 

“ Amico, hav<^ you read the newest Plato ^ ” 

That is our pass-word ; and you answer “ Yes, 

And as to ftouX^jcri^ it likes me greatly.” 

Now for the book : [heproduces it] this is philosophy. 
Letters th? Medici intercept, not books ; 

So we communicate. The text is Plato. 

Lapo writes commentary ; we construe 
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In cipher, and in ciphci we reply; 

In brief, the book is^organ of our plot. 

Thus: “Aristotle,^'—Venice; “Plato/’— 

Rome; 

“ De Potentia,”—the Pope ; “ Volentia/’—his son, 
Whom as tlfi‘ price of' papal aid \vc name 
First Duke of Florence. 

Alberti, Santiddio ! what now ? 

Maz-Atigbi, You are startled. ’Tis* the Pa/'/i’s plot, * 
remember: 

Success is*^'ertain ; l.apo spins the web. 

The damned Medici will be stabbed in church ; 

Pa/'/i will rule; the exiles all return; 

For us high office. 

Alberti, Certes: but th^ price ! 

Our City’s Freedom ! 

Mdzzin^hl, 'I'hat is lost already : • 

The Medici crushed it with their gt)ld(‘n heel. 
Besides, the Pope is old; soon he will die ; 

Then shall we kick the ladder down we climbed with. 
Alberti, A duke’s a duke. Our biith is pledged withiri. 
Mazzinghi, I'aith is a horse you nourish while it trots : 
Alter, ’tis carrion. 

Alberti, Aye, and dead, it stinks. 

Mazzinghi, Prithee ? You are nut with us ? 

Alberti, I’ll think on it. 

Mazzinghi, Be warned. You hold a^ secret. You arc 
• watched. • 

Alberti, Trust me with that, my f riend. A common hatred 
I'or those who wronged us grapples us together, 
Mazzinghi, Be warned, I say ; or else. . . •. See here, 
page twelve :— • 

“Shortly we treat of Ser Cannetto’s lapse 
Upon the point of 6?(W versus 
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Yesterday Lapo wrote this, and to-night 
Cannetto met his death in.Calle Cane. 

Alberts, Santiddiu ! 

Beware ! This youth, this Lapo, 

Hath a keen logic of his own. His points 

Flash on you, forged in steel, round siDine street corner: 

The rest you argue in another world. 

lixfunt, M Of If III l/nnn nviih lU'a ALiritino is about 

to yejoifi Iutoiluinia^ ^vho sju^ifiii^s up s>.Ailt'rily 
from her rtlrcat fic^r the spruLers, tiful accosts 
her aufit ^vUdly. \ 

Laodamiii, Instantly,aunt ! Say, what were laipo’s words, 
Seeing me with (Girolamo. 
hvvia. Cieli, child ! 

What is amis.-^ ? I think yt)U ha\e seen a ghost. 
Why, l^adre, blessed Santa Calerina 
Broken on the wheel was not so pale as she ! 
Laodamiiu ‘Fell me his words. 

I/ndiu Ah, how )ou llurr) me * 

’d'was only a bookish quarrel. i>ut Cannettc; : 

Ah, that was very sad. Fad re, you ht^ird ? 

Killed in the street ' 

Aluruifio. Indec‘d ! l>ut trust nu% ladies, 

A b(K)kish quarrel is no bagatcdle. 

H tu)(jv <n' it hold the held, - 
Aristoth', scilicet, or Flato,— seems 
'To us who are harmed num, of more account 
'Fhan whetluM* Rome is held by Turk or Fope. 
l.hua. ’Faith ! Ncjw you put me in mind ot Lapo’s 
words ; 

“Shor"]y we treat ot Savoiiarola’s lapse 
Upon tliL point ot tacos' versus mea.” 

Did I not say ’twas only a bookish quarrel ? 

'Those were the very words that laipo uttered : 
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lie looked at one he j poke with, and the youth 
Grinned . . . Wliy, l.aodainia, see ! your hither ! 
Lii'aLjui'ui runs impctuomh to Rohrto Str./zzt, 
iliispinj^ htr hufids, 

luioiliimid, O father ! fath(T ^ Save our (iirolamo ! 
Strozzi, Ciirolanift ? What, your playmate Savonarola, 
Son ol the Duke's physician? . . . Ah, lie; is 
gre^wn. . . . 

What then ? 

Laodanihi, 'They’ll kill him* Once he is out of sipht, 
d'oo late*#. . . 'l'he)’ll hrini; him on a bier, his 
face 

Co\ered, -so white ! —his lircaist all bleedinj^ *, tliem 
'i'hey’ll say it was a c|uarrel •, no* ’twas murdcM’* 
Ah, Cfirolamo, thev will murder ^ou * 

&tro'zzi, (2uair(‘ls ? lie has none* : ’lis your fancy, ciiild. 
Laodat}ihi. No: it is true * Oh K‘t us liv this hourj 
'To l*rl)iin>, - Padua, ---Waiii i‘* Bid him i ome : 
You he obe) s. 

Str'Azz/. You hurl \oin' words, ni) dauj.jhter : 

Where will }our passions lilow you,—aye, ;tfid 
otliers ? 

Na\, do not pout : I know you iriie and constant. 
lUit as for me, the t)nly roavt I travel 
is back to h'h jrcMU e, or to an (‘xile’s i»r.ive. 

'That would )ou hasten ? 

I.,iul,inu</. 1 )earest^father, no: 

•But—(iirolanii) * • 

Strozz/, Idle cliatter * l'\*ar not : 

Or, it vou will, then warn him. 

IAiodaniu. lie wowld smile: 

Ciod will protect nu%” he would Tay. No, no ^ 
• Sfrozzu 'Plum warn his kindred. 

Liiodafniir Ah me * rh(‘re is no lime • 
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S<nKrjar-.lii. So* 1 lo s‘u;iiifit*s 

Consent : thereto J Ir^vcn urines him; for (h>tl 
(ioii, who has made m\ soul a lonels harj'* 

Ilunj; in a wiiuh’ place, where all the \U)es 
Of Italy Mow tho'Ui’h aiul wail upon if,-- 
Cioii waltcal^oHi, a Whito Bird, from His throne; 
And, oh Laodamia, as in a tiream, 

I luaird the srra|dis of the Cit\ oC(h)d 
lY‘alin <4 their vampanili, and i r\ins^ aloml, 

“ (io forth, oh Sa\i#Kiro!a : save the world * ” 
Sarutum Ie4.*it me, et clep/it ex omni earne. 

This conse<iation is iip-on me; (iod 
(jdv<'s the<- to me as pledp/x 

I siiodarvui. Ah. , (i irolamo, no* 

Von mis('one(‘iV e m\ lool : it canin^t l'>e. 
rjiir' Li. It is the will of I leaven. Ah • what is tl«it * 

y 7 Siuidt'fi i.dfiLiny; 7 /r d:stithtl\ uifdddc 

!> 1)1 /v/-y 7 e; thtn n /v/;^ < ry / fxtrt vic 

. //v y f\iu\f iind htont the 

> t iii , (.(li'y (.c /I /'ti^^'d \inyiny. 

i.n. Hail to th(‘ men), iiKury m<»nth oi May * 

I'hitter little linnets in the wild-wood s|)Tav\ 
Tittc’r little loves ifi tin* shadow of the tret‘s • 
'No//a, 'No//a i> trippinj^ in the lea,, 

Aiul the t(‘tl rose l>l()oms ii\ tin* month of May. 

LiicdarrUii, (drolamo’ what W'a.s it ^ 

\itr .iir}jny\ No May * no losi'S* 

'Tin* only llow'ei that boiirjMxms there lias bloornefl 
Death * Death ‘ 

I.ciodiimui. (iirolamo * • 

SuxKnarda. {Pointmy exciitdiy the distant rrvellers\ 

Here they jj^r, they grab, 
They clatter the wine-eiips and majrdiea : 
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Down there the fetters clank, — rust cats their 
Hesh,— 

IJlack darkness aches for ever. Oh, these eyes 
Strained for a glimmer! None: the dungeon reek 
Swam up until I swooned. And then that voice: 
“leather! Oh h'uther! Can yOu not feel my 
arm ? ” 

So I 1 le was dying then ; and now he is dead. 
Laodamia, it might have been your lather: 

“ Can you not feel my arn^?” “ Keel,” she said,— 
-leei”! 

‘‘ Withered,” a deep voice groaned : I heard no 
more. 

Withered, her arm—once soft and round, like yours. 
Her heart is withered now. 

LiiuLiniiti, I cannot bear it! 

Sdvou.iroltu 'That sweet voice was the soul of Italy : 

Out ot the dark she called to me, and I 
i leard, and that withered arm will I restore. 

Your love. . . . 

L(Wil(iniia, It cannot be—it cannot I 

Siivofuirola, Hear me I 

I swear it by that glory of your eyes : 

'This arm may CJod and the Virgin wither up, 

If in this shamble of Christ\s innocent lambs 
I strike no blow, and break no penthouse bars, 

Nor cleave ii, straight path through their crookedness. 
"This is my vow : to you the oath is sworn. 

Laodamia : Yes: but now quit me I Ah, for love o’ 
the Virgin 

Quit^^me ; we are watched. 

Savonarola, God watches. I will hear 

His mandate through your lips. 

Laodamia, There’s danger. 
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Savonarola, Danger ? 

Have I not drunk Gr)d\s pledge cup from your eyes ? 
Laoda}7iia, Oh, if you would but heed me !—Promise 
this : 

Until I bid, you will not leave this place. 

Smyonarola. Th*ft, certes, I will promise. 

Laodarnia, Qtlit me now; 

And do not hope. You read n^ father wrongly : 
'The thing you wish can never be. Alas, 

I fear it cannot. 

Lapo approaches, hearing fruit, 
Savonarola, But it shall. God wills it. 

Lapo, Ah, Messer Girolamo, I intrude. 

Savonarola looks to Laodnmia to reply, 
Laodainia, \to Lapo] No, signor. 

Lapo, Prithee, a melon, signe^ina ? 

Laodaniia, I thank you. 

Savonarola, Do not take it. 

Laodainia, Yes, intleed : 

Would MesseT Savonarola ^lave me thirst ? 
Savonarola, Last night I dreamt adream. You took a mefon, 
Outside all gold, inside a reek of poisons ! 

And woe befell you. 

Laodainia, It was not Messer I^apo’s. 

'Phis one is good. I thank you, Messer l.apo. 

Lapo, "I'he signorina docs me honour. 

(To SavonarolaJ( PardiJU ! 

• I leave you. • 

Laodaniia, No, I pray you do not go. 

Savonarola, Heaven save you, signorina. I'are you well. 

Laodainia ivatches LapOy and seTmg his fa^e 
is turnedy looks anxiously and tenderly at 
Savonarola. 

Laodainia. Your promise. 
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Savonarola. Yes : I do not leave the castle. 

StrififT that he is about ta^ ^Oy Lapo turns affably to 
Savonarola. 

Lapo. Ah, Signor Girolamo, it seems to me 
A thousand years iiniil we talk again. 

We are both simple men : philosophy 
Js mistress of our hearts, 

Savonarola^bonus stifflyy Lapo vuth f^reat politeness. 
Exit Savonarola. 

Laodamia. He/'S your friend ? 

You talk with him ? Ah, false ! 

Lapo. Shall I recall him ? 

fie will assure you. 

Laodamia. Indeed, and it it be so, 

It is a ruse : you plot ; you kill. 

LapoJ-^ More dreams 

Of Messer Savonarola ? 

Laodamia. 1 le does not know : 

But I—1 know : you cannot hitle it from me. 

Lapo. 'I'hink you tliere's aught that I would hide from 
' you ? 

'To you my soul is bare,—bathed in that love 
Which by your father’s leave I name ; and though 
It is but a po(jr philosopher who pleads, 

And one it seems whom calumny defames, 
Bellissima, he shall conquer, and my lord 
Shall lay your, hand in mine. 

Laodamia. v My father knows not : 

He knows you not. I know. He will not force me. 
Go: get you gone. Ser Lapo, I refuse you. 

Go wasti your hand of blood before again 
You offer* it to a daughter of the Stro/zi. 

Lapo. Ah, what is this I 1 pray you, signorina ! 

I am an innocent man. I shed no blood : 
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Let him come forth who dares accuse me.—1 
Do harm to no mau. 

Ldodainuu Yes; you write a book; 

You feign philosopliy : your written words 
Are cut-throats masketl * 

B(‘tore tlu‘ saints I sw(Mr, 
Nought that (*od nuule these hands hav(‘ .ever 
slain. - 

l.iioihim'ui. Your hands, no, that fieetls courage ; htit your 
book — 

Lap'j, 1 i^ray \»)u tell uk* : it is my book, you say ? 
flow shall it harm a soul ? A humble t‘fibrt : 

Yt)ur lather’s hMrning 1 do not ptetend. 

Jlowbeit, though \oung, I lack not my disciples: 
The)’ will deleiiil me. • 

LiVjdiitnni. “ Discijdes ’ do you (all thetu? — 

1 lirelings, assassins ! 

Liipo, 'rh(‘ gr(‘at Lord Iki/zi 

Is one of them. 

LiiGdiunia. Your dupe I . . . i^ome words (d (ireek- 
'Lhat is the sign they know. • 

Ldpo, Prithee ... 1 ponder . . . 

1 was but thinking how it eomes about— 

1 his fancy of yours . . . yes, now I have a clue. 
Somewhat 1 wrote, by chance, o( one Cannetto 
Yes, that is so — 1 make no doubt it is . . . 

Was thought to have urged the '^eal of my disciples, 
• And caused his death,—an error,*—hut suppose it: 
Then chjes it tollow, if last night 1 wrote 
Some innocent words— 

La'Mumiii, Last night ! ’Tis d?me airca 'yj 

leaving this place he runs upon his cToom • 

He shall not go: Til warn the Duke— 

He is ab .(‘ut 
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Laodamia. My lord de Pazzi, Montesecco—all— 

1 will warn them all. 

Lapo. What then ? You fear a plot ? 

Suppose it. Then these signors arc involved. 

Ah, signoriiia, plots are stealthy vessels*, 

All’s with the watchman when jou'^iteer by night. 
Laod'imia, So ! he confesses ! 

Lapo. r Nay : but if it were so, 

And one were taint of treason. 

Laodamia, False ! 

Lapo, No matter: 

If I denounced him—I, the watch (suppose it): 
What will these signors do ? Discard my warning ? 
No; but as lords they’ll hearken to a lady,— 

Bow, and protest her friend shall go unharmed : 

As statesmen—shrug, and move him from their path. 
Laoda,.iia. Yes, yes ! My God ! 

Lapo. With just this difference : 

Pray follow me : for this you needs must know : 
Your protest inculnates your father: him 
Also they will remove. 

Laodamia. Oh holy virgin. 

Pity me ! 1 am lost! 

Lapo. Bellissima! 

What would I not do for you ? 

Laodamia. You love me : save him ! 

Lapo. How save, and whom ^ 

Laodamia. You know. Ah, why torment me ? 

Lapo. Nay, God forbid! Your phantasy is this: 

I wrote some controversial words, which whet 
The zeal of my disciples : deem you so 
Laodamia. Ye^, it you will. . . . My God, we are in the 
net I 

Lapo. Praise from your lips is sweet ; and praise it is 
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To deem that I, a poor philosopher, 

Can, with a pen strojic, prick our human lives. 

Or succour them so lightly, 'rhen indeed, 
Although my chariot makes but little sound, 

Foes are as offal crushed beneath the wheels. 

Also, sweefiilady, my love for )ou is lierc(* : 

I hope your friend is not a foe to that : 

You mark me, signorina ?—I humbh hope it. 
Laodam'ui, Love without pity, so m) fatlu*r says. 

Is dross without th(^ gold, Hamo without Ugh*-,— 

A pest, a ijoisome thing. 

Lapo, Ah, now ynu speak it, 

I do recall. There were indeed sonu* words • 

I wrote last night of Messer Savonarola, - 
A youth of parts, if humbly I may say it, 

Though lik(' to shipwreck in tlu‘ tog ol dreams^ 

Our metaphysics differ,— I regret it,— 

Our metaphysics differ, signorina. 

LaoJiiniid, Withdraw what )ou ha\ e written : ah, you can • 
See, I am kneeling to you. Save him ! 

Lapo, * No: 

Whatever the cost, false doctrine must be slain : 

I owe allegiance to ^ihilosophy : 

She is my love : you leave to me no other. 

Laodam'uu Oh, you are ruthless, cruel ! 

Lapo. liellissima ’ 

Hut if the pressure of a hand, not mine, 

^ A lingering look of love, and iU)t’^for me, 

Inscribeti those words of dire [dfiKjsophy ? 

What then ? Who is the ruthless one—the ( vuel ? 
Lapo Ah, no: not he, but— , 

Laoda^n'ia. Signor, say : 

What can I do to save him ? 

Lapo. Ah, mi;St fair * 
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Have I not said ? IMiilosophy is my love: 

You leave to me no other.' 

Laodmuia, 1 will not wed him— 

I vow I will not wed him. 

Lapo. 'That is well. 

'The Stro'/'/i’s vow 1 trust . . . IV'ly heart! my soul! 
I'or you -for you alone—I would renounce 
I'heii philosophy, and in love’s sweet quarrel 
Drown all these disputations. Say, sweet lady, 
Can thi.') thing be? 

LdOiliinud. Oh Virgin, succour* . . . Yes, 

Yes, 1 will wed you. . . . Span' him* . . . Only 
that * 

Ldpo. Now by the Mass, I swear it. 

LdwJd/did. ^ Save him! Go * 

f.dpp. Yes, time is urgent. 

KifSfs her hiifid d?ul is dhout to go. 
f.doddiniii. Lise--- 

Ldpo. Addio! 

Liiodddi/if, No Stay ! 

You think me a cnild. 1 was. 1 am no longer. 
Now, prithee, listen. My lord was wont to say 
My moods were wayward as my loosened tresses. 
Ah, Me-sser Lapo, now you knit, you knot them: 

IJy rh(‘ hair you hold me : tear it out,—I care not! 
15ut singro a hair of his—be warned ! 'I'hey say 
A woman’s locks once turned to deadly reptiles, 
l.dpo. I take the »'isk. Be sure I lack not skill ^ 

'I'o tame Medusa. . . . Ihista ! F.et that be. 
Summon your Messer Savonarola: hold him, 

While,, as his guardian angel, I prepare 
'I'o lead him home in safety, llave no fear -- 
You, by a look, a sign, a secret meeting, 
liven now may slay him,—you and no one else. 
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For me, I wish him well ; but my disciples 
Are jeLiloiis of my hojioiir : they iivenge it,— 

All, swihly ! Wherefore^ would you s|iare his life 
'riieii merely kill his love; aiul that, 1 judge. 

Will die not hardly ; h(‘, forsooth, being made 
For heavenli, I for earthly nuptials. 'That 
In time you'il know, albeit now you hate me. 

Addio, bellissima; 1 do )our will. A’.v//. 

Liviii. Y^ii'ho fmr tipl^rCih hrs\ h.mnii ^iiuitihiil iit a 

So ! it is settled, ’^'aith, aiul one would think, 
see you;- looks and his, a younii; man\ U»ve 
Will gobbh' i»all like julep. 

LiVALirniti, Do not t.dk. 

liid (iirolaiiu) hither. 

Liviii. Child > What next ? 

Liiodiimui, Instantly, Aunt. ^ 

Fra\, what will Lapo saj^? 

f^aodiuniii. lie w ills it. 

Lr.ua. Shame i A Stro//i’s daughter 

And c'hatteriiig, hovdeu-like, with po(^okini • 

It that is all, \our fathei wil? dismiss him. 

In iny tia) brid<‘s w(‘r(‘ mod(‘st. 

LtictiiUNiii. Call him, Aunt. 

Liviii. Oh, ii you will. [I'j Sin''Ajar'Jii\ Ah, Messer 
(iirolamo, 

Lesson us juaiy : we pine to Ivxir your wisdom ; 
iMeiely to t<ilk with you, I t(dl m^ nie( e, 

JMakes her illustrious. As for me^ P*'‘^y pardon. 
Foi)r Padre-- then* he is again : so lonely ; 

Adored in Idorence, no one knows him here. 

Indeed I must befriend him: pray \ou, paolon. 

• iafi-tscys. LxttT 

, Sa%)o?uirJii. A waking dream I had. 'Phis revel died : 
'Pin* plangtmt organ, and the subbing viol 
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Changed to the plash of water, and the sea 
Bore many barques, and wanton crews therein, 

Men and bad women, blown on fickle winds, 
Unwitting of the tide that swept them down 
Swiftly toward sunken rocks. Whence eagerly 
I paced the shore and crietl,—llo mariners, come ! 
'frUvSt not your shallops to the gliding wave : 

(jreat is my galley—space is there for all, 

And lo afar the Islands of the Blest ! 

And many joined the ship, whose prow was set 
Swervcless through flood and gale to where the 
pillars 

Of Hercules loom, ami, thereheyond that Isle 
Whose King crowns all our travail with great joy 
In f .oveliness fresh-found through endless time. 
Freely they rowed, and, bowing to their oars. 

Sang “ Viva Gesu, nostro rr " j and lo 
From every star a saint leant out, and shone. 

And listened. . . . O my beacon-star, but you 
Lean not, nor listen. All my dream is told 
To a wild dream in your eyes . . . 

LaodiWiiii. Oh for some words ! 

Think, Messer (ilrolanu), F- 
Savonarola. Not “ Messer ” : 

You have not called me so. 

Laodamia. We have been too free— 

Not mindful of the debt we owe our kindred. 
Savonarola. Our kindred—yes, our Father, and His Son, 
Who in the shadowy vastness of the night 
Builded the Heavens, where congregate the stars, 
In brf)therhood; and from the lowly stall 
Foreshowed on Earth that home where all ate kin : 
Laodamia, yes ; let us be mindful 
Of debts we owe our kindred . . . Ah, so pale ^ 
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You with the angers wisdom,—I instruct you ? 

Nay, let me kneel 10 Heaven open 

Out of the flashing of yoiir dusky eyes. 

Laodamia. No, for I am not gtH)d, liki^ you. 

Savonarola* Not good ? 

There is nonc#good or evil, but as sap 
Is drawn up by the blossoms from the earth, 

So wo draw life from (iod ; ami you the most, 
VV’'hose flower is fairest. . . . Sweet, and so I 
dreamt ^ 

There, in m^ galleon, was a vacant seat. 

Abaft, anti, from the ho\eiing aureole, 

I knew it for my pilot’s. . . . Still so cold ? 

No eyes aglow, as oiua*, to kindle mine,- -- 
What change is thi^ ? . . . Laodamja, sp('ak ! 
Laodamia, 1 lelp me to say it, saints* I would not hi^rl 
you : 

O pray interpret for me, signt)r ! ^ 1 is 

Of love y(.)u spc'ak. KemembcT, I am a Stn^z/n. 
Savonarola, ^ ou me.in our ranks are not alike: you mean 
This brag of lineage, and the TltoiTs tlower 
Of gold divides us. No, Laodamia, 

It sunders not us two. 

Laodamia [l>rt'ai/:lt\\sly \ Y(‘s -~ that I nuain : 

Scorn me * for his sak(? who is more to rni* 

Than life, I bear it. 

Savonarola, Ah* \rl 

Laodaf^iiii \^t<nntly^ forgive * ^ 

Savonarola, You falter ; 

You droop your eyes. Now h^ok on me. You 
dare not. 

WIko is this other ? ' 

\S/:v ilasps her hands and is dletit^ 
By all the hours we passed, 
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Soul bared to soul, nourishing noble aims 
As with the life-blood of each other’s love, 

I claim the right of knowledge. 

Laodii))iia. Oh, forgive ! 

Girolamo, 1 am betrothed !—Think kindly of me : 

I cannot speak. . Oh ! . . 

SiiwridKola \fu‘rrfly\ God ! And what is this ? 

And s(j they say that Satan, when he fell, 

Bore masks of angels’ faces (nit of Jleuvcn, 

And, t(^ make devils of ^^he sons of man, 

Clapped them upon the wantons • 

Ht‘ fauces the floor hi agitation ; z/w/, pausiti^^ 
looks at her ii^ahi. J'he striunmuig oj n lute 
Is heard hi the rear, 

I'alse ? No, no • 

This riddle has a key ; or else. . . . My God * 

liriter Cei nuhh Doljo, They eucounter Chii, 

Cel, Sciagurat(.) — halt! Art drunk? What, no? 
f'or shame. 

Dolfo, and I, IVia'/zinghi—all the saints 
Are drunk this half hc^iir. Pretty ’Nozz.i 
laughs— - 

I la I the white lotus ^ J low her bosom swells! 
Mum, mam, mum I 
She will ogle any lamb, 

Anv grey, any green agnel-lo, 

Any clown, any punchinel-lo, 

Be it coram, be it clam,— 

Oh the pretty devil’s dam ! — 

If his horns are tipped with yel-low. 

V 

Sii^>o;iaro/a. Ah ! 

Cei \^to Cl/ll] 'Thanks to the holy apostle Lapo, 
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This lainl) bleeds ducats \.hirikiti!’ the loirts tn bis 
•Wit lid] , 

Bah ! 'Phou greenhorn, scour • 

I am thy pimp, thy marigold. 

htitfr Lap') 

(/od shield thcc, I.apo I* 
Thou art a saint. « 

(Ifi reels cfj with Ihlfo, hon'iiii’ prstesijuely to 
Liip'j. dim *witb ibciii. Lnpo b'nvs to 
Liioiflimiii. 

Lapo. Bellissiina, all is well. ^ 

[To Stivotiiirohi] Mes.ser, by your leave—your company, 

I pray. 

My roaii lies toward your home, kut through a 
byway 

Ouiet for converse. 

Savomirolit. Mine to a convent leads. . . 

Farewell, l.aodamia. (hnl will pardon,— 

And why not I ? . . I'arewell .*. . I sullocatel- 
Fure air and peace, and one straight |)ath to walk * 
in. . . . 

\To Lapo] Signor, I come. 

Jixit with Lapo. 

Laodamut \ -u’tldl\'^ “God pardonr” Whore is God? , . . 
lie—ho is gone !— 1 think there is no God • 



ACT 11. 


.> Many Yeaks I.atf.r. 

Scene I ,—Pisa : A Street; it, front of the Palazzo Strozz 
halter tivo Citizens. 

\st Citizen. Ik'smeurod with honey and stung to dca 
with w:i,sp.s,— 

Such, Messer, is the state ol Pisa since 
Tliis vast I'rench army ijuartered in the town. 

2nJ Citizen. Yet if they free us from the yoke 
Florence, 

We’ll sutler all. and gladly. 

1st Cit. Know ye the news ? 

Znd Cit. 'I'hat yesterday young Piero, Prince of I'lorcr 
Lest I'rance might take his city, promised ours 
In gift, and with it ten score thousand llorins. 

1// Cit. 'Prue, hut to-day a monk of mighty visage 
Filtered our cit) riding on an ass. 

Spokesman for Florence in the Prince’s stead. 
Whose bargain he makes bold to tear in pieces 
And if he bend the I'rench king to his will, 

Like Holy Christ they say he’ll ride to Florenc 
With palms to strew his way. 

2nd Cit. Now, by the Ma.-^ 

Kings arc tough metal for a monk to bend. 

1st Cit. Natheless, of this same Frate tales arc curr 
30 
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'rjiiit aiigiir srranj»(*lv. lie ir was forefoUl 
I he 1'r(.*iu h kin|//.s ioniint> as a soeoiiii L^yriis 
To piiri>e the sins ot R(>me- 
2tj( 1 ('.ii, A fatter ur> 

I'hat ilian ynnr I'lorcMiet^. 

Ij/ More i^ohl to .saek» panice : 

'l'h(* shortest wav to puriM‘ a Cifv's sins. 

W lu’iefore ’tis teareJ the kiiij^ may tak(‘ the 
I'ait ; 

'Tile more that, like- l^is sire, Iviiip, Louis, Charles 
Is sui'jerstiri<^ns, aiiJ the monk works mar\els. 

:://./ (/.'/. W'hat is hi-. nam<* r 
1 i/ tv'//. .Sa\onarola, hut 

I h(' people .st\le him I'rate*, as in lov(\ 

Iriil ill/. Sa\oiiaiolar Siraiijp* • Synu* ten ye-ars 
sine e, 

LoJginn with one eallej Lapo in h'errara, 

1 met a youth so nanuul whom Lapo k'ii<‘w ; 

Ami then* is one innupnUs for the h 

lias this sanu‘ laipo\ \ti^ j^itih ami parlaiue, 
'Lhough litlh* to ici'all hi^ ( t>uiUenaiice. 
lint Lapo perished in the lki//i plot 
ILiless h(‘likc‘ he sa\ed his lissom n(*( k, 

Selline his friemls. Know yc* tin* man I speak 
of ? 

Wears a Venetian liouhlet. 

I st (lit. Sup[')l(‘ nait ? 

\V' iilks safe amid a guard of halhemliers ? 

2nd (lit. 'rh(' same, lie caters for the I*rcMudimen’s 
rapine : 

Is tliere a l)urglier owns a hlaek-eyed da*ighrer, 
l ifte cellars, parchments, g<jld or plate*>r pictures, 
Lo, Sir \'enetian Doublet, chalk in hand, 

S(*ores on the door a coat <^f arms—and straight 
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A French lord billets there, and clears the treasure^ 
... So ho ! And here he comes * 

Enter LapOy clad shabbily^ altered in appearance, ami ^iveariny^ 
a beard. IVith him is a guard of h'rench halberdiers. 
I'hey pause before the door of the Palazzo Strozzi, and 
Papo drtvius afeur-de-lys upon the linteL 

\st Cit. 'The (U‘ur-de-lys ! 

2nd Cit. He marks the Stroz/i Palace for King Charles 
of France. 

\ji Cit. Gold- books—fair daughter- he ser\es hi; 
client well : 

No house yields richer plunder than the Strozzi’s. 
2nd Cit, Lapo, by the Mass ! I swear it is the man ! 


ScE^JE 11. — rhe Strozzi Pabue: nviihni. yl Library, lint 
I^apo nuith French htilberdiers. J he door is Jlung op 

angrily by a porter of the palace, irho encounters la 
ivithout at first seeing his companions. 

Porter. Knave, wouldst thou pass a Strozzi’s gate unbi 

Seizes him by the thn 

Lapo, IvOose me ! I am h'rench ! 

Porter. We'll teach thee Pisan manne 

The soldiers interpose: the porter steps back 
surveys them. 

Plague on the sorry hound : he leads an army ! 

Bonving to Lapo iroaii 
Sir King of France, I yield : the battle is yours 
Your first great victory ! Viva I’oriHamme ! 
Jtialberdiers. Vive rorifiamrac ! Hurrah ! 

Lapo. Sir, you spealt t 

For,since they crossed the Alps, the French havr 
Nought of the Italians but some Hying heels. 
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Porte) • \ at t^'e P/f } ! , < f;A' ^ liPyr, , pud 

f)(U}i j tl'i.r >u, • lA.y'i 4.'. ,; , 

lliiniph* aiul better li.an a I i mn !iin uTs tot's. 

/../y /A • ) . v./.v;.’ /. t /'V up.ii t//ie\'t. 

What s(.‘C‘l\ \ e : Wine? <>! \ii.tnal>? I K*re'.s fin* 
eeliar: 

Ve don't drink paix linunU, eh ''I'is all U‘’ll p/'t? 
llustiinp iti hcne. . . . 'Theso •im’ oin lricnd‘«, 
for'u>oih • 

l^iip'., I 7'///•/////y t. the p 

Ainii'o, I intt^i'inet tor rhe'-c' Messnaiis, ^einp 
A Pi ain, thonpji tioni Waii* e : a-. \oii mm*, 

M) lu»se is soiiu’W'hat ti.ivellt d 
Porter, liah * A Pisan * 

Parlnp his wends, t> liunpiv • 14onh lell me* 

1 know )C‘, ttdlow': a hanpm tni, a tiamp: 

'l'hc‘\ neither toil, nor spin, \et aie not lilie's. 

Lape. Amico, nay, I am an iionest man. 

I toil, I spin. 

Porter. \\a * Like* tin* sjtidcr, ra-cal : 

lie spins i' tlu' tlirl\ e ouut and a broom’'. 

II is medic itun \’a * 

lujpo, [Drinriny^ 'utt Me ser, the W'arps of hate 

Tw’ist Us to other t ha-n w<‘ arts Yon, frit'nd. 

Were born to rnh* as Casttnlati ol Ihsa * 

Your stubborn w'orth dcsserves a fortr(‘ss’ l^eys: 

But Pate has inavle you linnk<*y * ko with me: 

I,‘'Sir, was [)orn Philosopher: tiiis l)rain [t tu'L'tnp[ 
his furchcad\ 

Might rear that tlandled puling bain*, rim world, 

OiU of its paps, its nursery tab's, it go4lTrig',, 

Into the cogni/anre* of Penver ami Lm|)ii(‘: 

But, ’faith, it ecjos t(; its moiiks and mammic's still. 
And I must spin like other folk—well, iio : 
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Hardly likoothcTs. . . . Jksta ! To urgent matters! 
The^e are from his most Christian Majesty 
'I'he King, of I'rance,—his hodygiiartl ; h(' comes 
lor succour to the oppressed of Italy, 

As prophesied. A lady of th(* h<H]s(', — 

If I mistake not, daughter of tite Stro//.i,-— 

* Drofif thi' uvj}h \ into thi Porter ^ hatiiL 

^h)ur [\irdo^., —is she maiti or mistress ? 

Porter, Signors, 

Ijc si*ati‘d ; you are gent’fes, as I see. 

jI \oUiier ojjetw him *ivine f r .m \i/hi\l. He drinij 
iiml bo^iw to the hreni hmen, 

(ira/.ie* Your health ! . . . You put a question, 
Sir : 

As 1 may s#y, the riddle of th(' house. 

Siiqiora, Signorina, as )ou please: 

Maiden though married, Nencia swears. She 
knows, 

lieing m\ lad\\s woman. I)Ut, say I, 

Where is the hushaiul ? Some say, — h^ng since dead, 
1 laughed with the Pa/zi on the marriage da) ; 
Sonu',~ living, and she drove the bridegroom from 
her, 

I'orced to the bond, )et mighty free of spirit. 

I'or '.ure enough h(*r girdle hides a dagger 
'That once she callotl “her friend'’*, though trust 
me. Sir, ♦ 

It is a genl'ie lady, sweet as jasmine ; • 

And main take her fragrance,—none may pluck her. 
Liipn, \j.'l\nle\ 

Plucked, natheless, shall she be,—worn in the cap,— 
'Tossed where they drop my ducats on the march ; 
Or else— [7b nn offieer 

Pucelle, mais mariec, comme je dis. 
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•Oistc^ .1 majcstc* qiie tout l\itrciul : 

II est bicnvcnii. 

Officer, 1 la • par Saiiu 1 V'nvs : 

[S^flg^ \ Ci gist MariM)f, la iM*nfiT ilaiiioiscllc, 

Ou'.i doiix mans, cr (•ih()r(‘ c f puddle. 

.7 I'd/ t iny^ < ivith' 

Perter, It is my ladv. 1 liiii* • • 

(in >irt\is : ./ svi.iU d'.iyd t' //;>< yvfr^/. 

l.ap iinJ the '• hli (; . . ' (\il t v) /•.* v i. h. ; 

Rd'trf'. SiJ'-’TZi .jn,i ri\ (i,{irej'!tr La .umr.a. 
Lti'^danra. \ Lift T a yannt/e!^ hft n tiihli | 

'Tommaso ^ What is (his r 
Porter, I hi' Imciic Ik Sigimra. 

'riK‘\ asked lor m\ lord aiul hade me >a\ ilii'n Km|’ 
Honours rlu‘ Siifnoi .Srr«>//i w i#h a \).it” : 

That was rlu‘ messajo' : 

Liiodaiuia, ratlu'r, sei* - \onr hooks •• 

lllili' them, 'fomiDaso : help n\r : qiiiik, 1 prav 
\ on. 

StroTZ!, \ Pa(iny th/ > '/// in ayj.^rai, veA/Zr tht h', h\ ate 
rt in'ei't d jr'an lh( ./vAvi and p hd n l! t /ald(\ * 
'Idu' moiigrid monarch.,--the monthiiij', lai kanaf^es ' 
(Softly ! 1 h<il tome is worth .i priia r's iansf>m.; 

Honours iis, does he? fanifer fill liiss souls; 
i\ book's a soul's quintossiau e : thioves of hooks 
Our-de\il deoils • Let him ilare it * 

(Jeiuht » h -mfi \t l eivai d the d',>>r, 

Voin, I Arc/// 7e///’c///1 * Way 

I'^or his most Christian Maiestv, Kiiig^Charlfs. 

Enter ( 'J:arle\ ElIL, atttmhd '..n/\ h\ i/uill, iriu Hrronnet, 
•/A' hoivi /> Stri7.zi and La'ilaniia^ 'irh, hnitL 

Charles. Signor, 1 greet you. Rise, ma belle Italienne: 
And you, my lord ; thanks for your welcome. Sit. 
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A goodly house ! Lt qu'tdle est belle Miidonita • 
The Sitjiior is pleased to make this place our hostel ? 
S/f oz-zi. All th(‘ kiug asks iu honour, that we yield. 
Charles, What is this learned litter t Madonna reads ? 
Laoilamia. No sire ; my lather’s pastinu^,. (dse, i' faith, 

Lo'ylc.\ s:i[ni/u (infix <ff her fdtht'r. 
Would I not burn them, such tlu* (fust th(‘y make • 
Charles \p(itti7ig }\r \nniliiirlx on the ihtiL ] Ah, wicked ! 
S/ro’zzi. A\e, an old man's baj^atelles : 

M'ommaso, clear thi* board'; his Majesty 
Needs (‘Utertainment. 

Charles. No, by St Oc'nys * 

Let be : I feed on this. 

Siezes LaoiLvniif ^ hand and kisses it. 
Br if on net. ' Sire, it is said 

'I'he slu'epskins of tlu' Stro//i well mi^ht back 
The Argo's golden Utaa e. Your Amboise Castle 
Is poor in learned treasure, 

Charles. 'i'ur, oood Ciuiilaume* 

Where is the maiuwith ey(‘s tor .'.allow parchment 
When lilies are alieKI ? 

Puis his arm round /or 'U\i!\f : \he lea'ids h;m. 
Brifonnef. So * 1 hen this sigjU)r 

May with one treasure ransom all the rest ? 

Is it s('), my liege ? 

Strozzi. I pray \(ni spate us insult. 

C/.'ar/ew Ikih * ’dVs a very Jew, this Ib-iconnet * 

Madonna, thou shah ttsu'h him: comme <.a,— 
com me (^a • 

Rapf Brieonnd '-n the knueLle^, lauf^hinif hudly. 

Va donc.J thou kestreP—Thus he crcjoks his talons: 
Ha, voila ! So • * 

Leafis ever the table and ila^v\ the r io^ward 
him vath a feroeious grimace. 



A CITY’S TRAr,ia')Y 


37 


Bnr have no care, mv lord : 
Madonna’s eye^ are all the hooks I read. 

So fair, nn lord, \oii hoiiiul this hook of love, 
Ainlioise shall have no other. 

[/vVo,//- -/;</,;•//./////v j (Jod in 1 It'avcn * 

lias ihic ir.ttst Cdnistiati M.in‘st\ a blacker soul 
"Than d'urk, or \ile Mores^o? 'I'ake all these,-* - 
Snatch all rlu‘s{' <deanlnj>> of .m old man's life. 

Yea, lift this latch and iMasj^ a thousand realms, 

I'or this, () Xeixc'^, is no 1 lellesp()nt, 

d'his hridjM’ no flood enj»iilfs: its pins are sc't 

Deep iii immoital spiiils; imdc*riUMth 

Wa^h the dar!^ ap/*^ : thouidits with winpeil f(M'>r 

[■'la-ih o'er tliis hi ivipe 'tuixt anti^jue times and ours. 

And lit’ht new hiph\va\s loi thy ^onl to trcsid. 

\a\, if \ou will, po suh|u:>ate all lands, ^ 

I'roin l.(‘hanon to the I h'u nlean Strait, 

1 loM them you shall not: realm on realm eludes 
>ou, - - 

Sli[''s from }oiir p,rasp lik(' sand thro’ opcm linpers ; 
But these* <’idarpp* \onr froiiTit*]’^' hy the h^apmes , 
'Travelled h\ minds nnmimherevi, t onni less years,— 
A thoie.aiivl \olnnu‘s, (‘ai It a kiitpiiom won; 

A thoii^aiul kinpvioms of the soul of man ; 

A th«>ii>and KMlms to yoiir on<‘ realm annexed 
vSteal, if \on will, all rhe>e, hnt our honour f 
Lti'diVjHii, T:itli(M, lu* liaie not touch tlietn, - no, nor me : 

I hav(‘ a niend, - behold • my hgsom hides it : 

l)r,ru\> it (Liyiui fr-.ni hr hrrast. 

Cre this it saved me.-—See * I <!(; not flinch • 

her ,'jrrn. 

.S/;"Ae#/. [ir/Zh <ihrm] My dauphter ^ 

(d'hiru \s . 1 la ' Y on are piertc-d ! ddie fair white fit sli > 
Mt)n dieu • Dejes it not hurt ? Ho there, a leedi h- - 
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Laodamia, \Iiimling the nx)ound\ No sire, no leccli for me : 
but, if you will, 

Call one to heal my father^s wounded pride,— 

Son of Sr LouivS and of Charlemagne, 

Call from your breast the kingly c hivalry : 

'That is the potent leech. For me, i ny lord, 

I did but prove how little I should fc'ar, 

Rather than take dishoncjur from your hands, 

'I'o prick my heart, and brand upon your brow 
A shame no leech can heal. 

Chur It'S. Now, pasc]ues-dieu, (iuillaume* 

Here is a stalwart quean ! What shall we think ? 

, 'There is that tag of the army, that Omniscience, 
"I"hat dragglc'd unctuous scullion, he who knows 
All tilings and tongues, all politics and persons, 
Save how to fielp himself, --yet helps himself 
I\) all things : what shall we think, I say ? 

Tie comes from her,—he tcjld us all about her : 

Aye, for the sight of her the cjther day 
So conquered us - 

Bricofimt, And'kings are worth the conc]uest,— 

So mark you that, Madonna. 

Charles. He comes, 1 say. 

And brings us word from her, “'The Ring is 
welcome.” 

Now, pasc]ues-dieu, Guillaume, what are we to 
think ? 

Laodamia'^speaks earnestly luide nuith her father. 
Eflier an officer *ivho speaks aside to Brifonnet. 
• Brifonnet. Think, sire? Why, a pretty actress knows 
How coyness quickens passion. As fcjr him, 

. The old liuddle’s in his dotage. . . . Pray your prrdon. 
New embassy from Florence— 

Charles. Uah ! your Piero ! 
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Is vxft that partridge plucked enough already r 
nsa, Leghorn, Sar/ana, I ibrefatta, - 
N\'st cc pas assey. ? I'our applet troin one twig * 
(“Countess ot Pisa/'- -hey, ina beih* Italienne, 
l(ow like you that (or a tith*?) Piero ^ lla • 

You know (^ne Piero de Medii i, Siipioi : 

Son of Loren/.o, aiul ruler now in Idortnue? 

11(‘ is a poltroon. - IVui him enter, (Liillaume, 
liri fo/i/zti. Not PicM'o, by )our leave. ’\Vt‘ pliuked him, 
cmti's. 

And l'lorenc(‘, I hear, is like to wring his m‘( k : 
"Phis time*, a gamer coe k : th(' pro[du*t Jerome. 
(l}:arlt'\, lie who f(U'etold my cominr^ ? , 

Brif ,nji( t. A\e, Sire*—lu*, 

Prior of St Marks, and chi(‘f man now in I'lorence. 
*l'he‘ mob dt;ir hats, and tipie)e t(U'*a glaiu (*. 

('J.'iirlt c. (inillaume, Td give m\ purse to see a prophVl. 
BrirofuicL As for the‘ir propheci(‘s, that stufi, my lie^»g*, 
rhe*y juggle from confessional, like* the- clowm 
Yv)ur kerclii(*f frenu a box. 

Chiirlcs, Bal*, tool, < onfe.ss : 

d'hou art a v<*ry knave in buel, -in (low(‘r 
A cardinal. 

BrifouNt't. My lie'ge, I hope to be*. 

Charh's, ddiou shall. d'hou art the greatest thief un¬ 
frocked,— 

i\ churchman I'jorn. . . . 

yi'o fitro7,zi] Didst hear that pTophecy ? 

Strozzl. d'he I'rate's se'rmons ever made* a stir: 

d'hat more than most: iiuleed the* pecjple saiil, 
Preaching, a halo crowned him. Say. my daughtt'r : 
\^diat was the text ? 

Laodamiii. “ Gladius super terrain 

Cite et velociter,” father. 
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Charles, Ah, mac!onna ! 

You know their Latiu ? . . . C^uillanme, what does 
it iiicau ? 

Ih'iconne/, Swiftly aiul soon, upon tlu' earth a sword. 
Ch<trle^, Oin '.wan'd, jM^od (iuillaunie ? 

Hrircn/iel. 

Charles. \Vhen said he that ? 

ikSVrc'^v;/. Say, child * 


Lirshuhia. W'.i-i ir not thiaa* )ears sinc(‘, iny father, 

lU'lt^rc horen/o’s death ? 

.SV/a?T/’./. that was it. 

Charles. Ikis^j m‘s-dicii * ‘ A lul whanse con¬ 

fessions l.uiehr him that ? 
rinni art an a' , 15ri(onmt. d loc'e \{‘ars since 
Didst //' u know' w'e slioiild niaiih to ltal\ 

Hri> unit. No, Si*. ul rr^ne nvithout 

(]}\Yr!e\. Nor I. . . . Whotlann>urs at the door 
* ( oiil huime, ;m) st'c. 

Vnue. \^l') j i an irilhut\ Not fin‘ nor fiends sliall 

.St(me • 

Hri n)\t Y>. I the li ■'riitu! thi ilrt\friar., hra 
^ Mainin , } rn < hi\ 'iva\ ni, grappled from 

hi haul l\ hna s d.dnrs. Urr 'amet ytartips^ 
a?iii t‘. tht a!a}'}}i / the Str //v htdherdurs 
.win // )n f he y urtaifieil I J'apt I. iinil take their 
.a and the f .r /v.) proteetiori. 

L.ip. rt minis ni lading, hra iMarhinOj 
h/.if.d, iind purple *irith c.vc//c7/;c/;/, 
t^'r irs f::m\tlf at (d'ai'/is^s jut. 

Charles. Dp itian ’ 'I'hou ero\elh‘st. . . . 

[ 7* A/r^-cT./j Is this the prophet ? 
Strc'z'za. Oii%. M.irlano, Sire. 

Aliiruin'y. I /\/r/;/^ p'aup ,vi/v iind *ivith uplifted hafids\ 

Omiupotent |(j\ e. 
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All huly saints, and tutelary stars, 

Sliakc from the coma of AlJeharan 
Coiijiiiu ti\e un thi'^ rei^al heatP 

Rcl!.\ h:s cycr //v ;* ;in nau uljuds tind thro^vs 
J'lnistlj ifit ^ iin iiititUiU / ihprt'nitijfi. 
Ciiiiilauife, the man is dnink. 

M.irijfi . W'hat folk Avr these ^ 

\V(;rth\ «>1 ihec', aiu»ust aiui aara] monarch'^ 

lincofifiit, 'Thv hiisiiifss, r^'lluw. 

Margin . ^ lirhuhl a laviminp, wolf 

IhowU ill Sleep's liothirii^: majestv, IxAvaie ^ 
ilhdylis. 1 la, I'tMnnie ( r^l dmlr' 

Hr:<,7iUit, rune u' tlu tmpes ; speak jdaifilV. 

Tra (iiiukinn», dii e inipLn able h>c* 

Of the ha)l\ fathfi, mui ni«>'>t pioiis lk>|n‘ - 
('l\ir!is. 'rh(‘ proplua, ( onllamiu* : ,, 

Ih : Dellhtle^s. 


kJwrhs. |.7./i.Vj 'riiat is well 

\\'('al>naie the Iknp/ia’s Ine: eh, ( iuillaniue 
Mayi.iti . Cursed b\ 'uaielhiiat oiinai lioiii his lilrth, 

Cnh 1)1 !nai k Sat III n, t ai ut !o(Mi , uie, • 

h ()ii*>clast, fal-e piopiK-t. hkuplu-iijDii 

Riiisiriy hn v nt yy,i<lii.ill\ /- a hnul. 
Om of \vho>e month tliere l^^nes lir(‘ and ■stench,- 
Apostate, heieaarJ), am! dema/;o5»pic. 

Imp, fuMid, ahtntion of the bottomless pit, 

Satan incai iiate 

Hliinu/U r » (//;// yy/iv \ t ft! 'U'l//: r tiy^r. 

i'J:arL\, IkisCjUe -vhen * Cmiimoi'esl drole' 

Drifik i\ yyrs'iti t'j ^ytuhkj hn lips; 

iifhL rn 'A't rniy, /•.///na, rrY/j //r ithAit ihr 
t 1 t!iti fi sU7?u'> in the dithi.hi I nc. 

Mdf ■liino. Now, luiviii^ pitu ed the\v ii.keiliies ^of this monk, 
1 pass to iiistaiict's : as VKleIie(.*t. 
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He is the foe of princes. Liidovic, 

The Lord of Milan, your ally, he baffled. 

Prince Bentivoglio from the sacred rostrum 
He put to shame, and but for Satan’s aid 
[(■rossfj himself \ His life were forfeit. 

Brifonnet. \To Strozzi] Is tins true, my lord ? 

S/rozzl. My daughter, say. 

Laoihnniii, The Duke employed assassins, 

W^ho shrank before the I'rate’s ga/e, and fled. 
Alariano. Quo cognoscimus ipsum adparuisse Satanam ; 
Whereas he escaped by sliewiiig Uie evil eye— 

St(irts hiU'k (IS if (it siy^ht of a reptile. 
Alarum ! Let him be burnt for use of witchcraft • 
Ha ! Do I err ? Canst prick a hole in that ? 

No? Then do justice. Apprehend him. Sire* 
Ra/e out this blot upon our holy church ! 

Arise, St Cieorge, and tramjfle on this ilragon ! 

Kolls hi\' e\es (ihout as if for approhatiofi. Bricorinet 
shrti<s;s ; the Kuip^y^rins. U^ith ii gesticidutwri 
of i^wxiitION he proeet ds. 

Tut ! There’s no law nor justice in the land ! . . . 
Loreir/o the Magnificent, moreover, 

'This impious Prate dared to reprobate, 

Denying (opprobrious wretch !) that gracious prince 
'Phe Church’s absolution (or his sins: 

And he a prince ! Lift, C) thou son of Louis, 

Lift, illustrissimo, thy hand and strike ! 

And when fhey warned this hydra from the city, 
Insolently to the Prince he hissed these words : 

I stay : thou goest! ” 

Charles. Et alors ? 

Laodamia. ' The Prince 

Perished unshriven. 

Charles. Enough, good fellow,—go! 
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[Aside] 

Cut-throats before him quail ; he prophesies ; 

Works miracles, slaying piinces with a word !— 
Now, by our l.ady, ’tis a dangerous monk ! 

We thank thee, father. 

Alariano. \^L^sfilIy his hunds ] Sire, I escl'iew reward, 

'fo save the King suHices. . . . Mightiest Jo\e, 

All holy saints, and thou, Aldebaran—- 
Brifomiet, Out, sirrah ! hrii Miirian^y / r L'ustlcd 

Charles. Do yyu know this man, my lord ? 

Stro7.zi. A ri\al pre;icher, onc(‘ the vogni' in I'lorcMue. 
Charles. Does not the pri)phcr loom more large and 
terrible } 

Brifonnet . Aye, certes. 

Charles. Shall we not hav(‘ this prophet, then. 

On our side, (juillaume ? ^ 

Brifonnet. A)e, Sire : while it .scTves ys. 

Charles. Pasques-dieu * I would not miss the ^igjit of 
him,— 

Not for a pro\ince, Guillaume • liid him enter. 

Brifonnei ifreaks to an Cj[Jiin\ Other soldurs fronim 
nvithoiit Cl onvd into the room to hnd stiite to the 
Ihtte n an exjuetiint pause. hnter 
Savonarola clad as a llLuh friar. I'hepopuLue 
to the door to j^ee him. 

Brifonnet. F'ather, your knees ^ It is the King of France. 
Savonarola. No, friend \ when on the erraiid of my King, 
To Him alone I bow. ^ 

Charles. Aye, aye, good father ‘ 

Stand upon no punctilio. Y<ni are welcome. 

We hear you w(^rk great miraelcs. ^ 

^Savonarola approaches the King and hoUlf a irucijix 
to his lips. The King falls on his knee^ and 
kisses it 
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^iiDOthir'An, C) King, 

lir(jn7C‘ from the earth am I, wherethrough God 
blows, 

A trump to call his people to repentance. 

Whereas the land of Italy is filleii 
f'rom end to end with wi('k(.‘dni’.-)S and lust, 
Whc’reas Christ’s \bcar, his sons and concubines 
Sit clad in st'ailet, and the d)e is blood 
Wrung from rlu* flock he shepherds,— (iod has 
spoken : 

“ Swiftly and soon, a sword upon the eartli * 

My temples shall l)e [uirged and M\ house 
Sw^'pt of the tralfii kers, who t(jss men's souks 
Like dice upon M) tables.” 

LVwr/ci. 11a, inoii pere, 

You sp('ak of the holy father. Say the) trul), 

Dill not this borgia buy the papa! crinvn 
With t*old that brok(' tiu* b.ick of mules a-many 
Savo/Lirohi, A)e, (hnl beholds it. King f 
Chiirlt \\ What said wn*, (Liillaume? 

A1 so he has, by the year, for prisoning Djetn, 

I'oe of the Iknpire of the 'Link, a brilM* 

Of forty thousand ducats from the SoKlaii. 

A has ce Lorgia f ’'Lwa^ m) father’s tight, 

And mine • 

Smi furoLu [I't'rnHx] 'I'hoLi play the henchman to the 
duik? 

Charles, Pardon I 1 spoke in haste. 

Saifoa.ir'lii. What dost thc^ii, King ? 

Art thou that Cyrus sent from (h)d, and th(ni,— 
'i'luni viest with that Isi^ariot, him who sits 
In Pt'ter’s chair, and sells his f.ord for sih er. 

And with the price gives banqiuns to his harlots ? 
Charhs, Absolve me, father. 
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Sav'Ti.ir Ui, "I'hou --\vh:it dust riu>ii, Kin^; r 

'rhuii Art ihi‘ lA)rtrs anuinft'J, aiul Ix'hold 

and tb.y inrn scdiuo, iiostro\ and plinuirr. 
(iiiiliauinr, rominand that .ill th(‘ aiiny takes 
Is purchased ur rcston^d. 

Sire • i)iU uiir triMsvn \- 
('.’Air/t’j. Art thou tlu* Kiiip,, Ih-i<oiHU't, or am I ? 

Djein shalr thou lib«‘ratc‘. ^ 
i]l:iirlcs. I will, and j'ladly. 

S.ir'fi,!/ ..\i. And piini'h Lud#vic of Milan. 

I^rt, ‘ fui, /. • Sue* 

S<;7''//./r lie \\ ears tlu* down ot (hdea//,o, Mdioin 
1 Ii‘ poisoned. 

Jirif/. Onr sole all\, -remeinlu-r that • 

Stiv fi.n 'Li. The (h)d of Ju'-.Tite I*, \oiir soK* ally. 
Hri'^'.finri. Me p/ives iis p,old and pas atp-. ^ 

In'ware, () Levit^^ ^ 

Out of th(' dark oik* er‘u‘d to tlK‘(‘ foi aid : 

‘‘ SiK (• )nr nu', stranp/u * "-—‘‘ ( )rsii * I a't hiiu i ry * 
I stop toi none’*'—d'liou f<M)|,jhen po tiiy wav; 

J le that (lied out for siU(our was ih) soul: 

On, on thv body hurried to its ppaive. 

Thy s()ul was left to perish. 

Churlcs, I^rif (>nn(*t, 

^I'hou art the Letitc*: [/c/ SinKfiaroia] iu;l I, but he, 
jKjtjd father: 

We pass not b\ ; we siua our Italy. ^ 

IvncAv, furthc‘rmur(', wlK‘r<*a», tlu* tyraut’s 

son, 

Piero iiath betravc'd to th(*e thi* towns, 

Pisa, Leph(;rn, Sarzana and Librefatta, 

Fief^)f the city of h'lorciice, these shalt tliou 
Hold as in trust to yield theun back to Florence, 
And swear it on the altar in our Dome. 
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Charles, That will I, father. 

Briton net. Sire ! 

Charles, Silence, thou upstart ! 

Dost think that I, the King of France, must burn 
Plunged into hell, lest thou shouldst singe thy 
whiskers ? 

s%a^) 07 iarola. Be as a guest in Florence, harming none ; 

I'or in that town God’s might is manifest. 

Charles, Chiillaume, we’ll be that city’s firm ally. 
Savofiarola, G(^d is our sole ally : if He is thine, 

'Then shall the city he thy strciigth : for there 
God bids me garrison with His angels, 'Friith, 
I'reedom and Justice, every living soul, 

"I'hat, frt>m the city's vantage ground, the earth 
May yet be coiujuered for the King of Kings. 

For lo, a great cry goes up unto Heaven: 

How long, O Ford, how long? By day and 
^ night, 

Cutthroats and panders stalk the streets of Rome, 
Paid by thy priests. On every crime the l\)pe 
Has set his signet : rapine, simony. 

Incest and fraud : “ Sin, O my sons,” he saith : 
‘‘Sin, and buy pardon, and endow my sins.”— 
These things, O King, shalt thou avenge. 

Charles, So will I. 

Sa'Lwtiarola, Yet injure not the Pope. As man he errs, 
As Pope he cannot err. Or if as Pope 
He errs, then Pope he is not. Call a Council. 
Nothing in haste ; but hold the sword of God, 

As in the dream that came to me from Heaven : 

“ S viftly and soon a sword upon the earth ! 

My temples shall be purged and My housed 
Swept of the traffickers who toss men’s souls 
Like dice upon My altars.” 
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Charlfs^ in exciiinieni and dranvifii^ his siuord^ 

liy St Louis, 

'Lhis sword shall purge the chureh, and Rome and 
Naples ! 

'rheiue will we march to stay the lustful 'i'urk ! 

A l.abarum ?s the Oriflamme of I'rance • 

OJficers and Soldiers. [ Risint^ am! d>\ru'iir^ /heir siuords] * 

A Laburum is tlie Oriilammc' of lirance ! 

SiH'OTiiirola. \ylfter the clamour ha.\ subsided \ 

Charles, ere thou slay^the lustful "Ihirk abroad. 
Look in thy fcreast, and slay him tliere. 

Clharles. Mon pere ? 

Sa^yonarrJa. Wrong thou no W(;man, Charh's. • 

(lharles. \lVith an.H‘rted heiid\ So help me, Virgin ! 

Sa%wnarola. If thou rc'memher, (ioti remembers thee : 

If thou forget, then in thine hour c^f trouble, • 
Thou, too, shall be forgotten. f'arewell, King, 
Charles. Thy blessing, Lather * 

Savonarola, lienedicat te et gladium tuum Omnipotens 
Dens, 

^ . t . . • 

Pater, et I'ilius, et Spiritus Sanctus. Amen. • 
AIL Amen ! 

Savonarola hneeLs in prater^ as llharles rises andy 
bonving to Stroz.’ziy silently files out nuith his 
retinue. Rnter T nlori eagerly, Savonarola 
rises. 

Valori. Luck to us, Ihate ! God has beared his arm ! 

The city has risen, the Medici ^lie^•to Venice : 

“ "I'he People ! "I'he People ! Let the tyrants 
die ! ” 

Sounds through the streets of Florcnco^^ and there 
%dthal 

“ Lvviva Cristo ! Lvviva,—Lvviva I'rate ! ” 

Thus all you prophesied has come to pass : 
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The republic is acclaimed : the City casts t 
To the winds its tyrants, and for King takes Christ. 

He impetuously seizes Savonarola s hands. 
Savonarola. IHorence ! O Florence, City of the King, 
Lift up your heads, O ye gates ; , 

Yea lift them up, ye everlasting doors : 

And the King (;f Glory shall come in ! . . . 

I also have n-^*ws : the King will spare the city *, 
Pisa, Leghorn, Sar/ana, I/ibrefatta, 

He holds in trust, and vews it on the altar ; 

His arms are pledged to fight oui holy cause: 

This I commanded in the name (;f God. 

Palori. I'rate, you have saved the city : it is yours : 

You hold it in the hollow of your palm ! 

Savonarola. Aye • as the I lost to lay upon His altar! 
Fal'jri. An omen. As I rode, a hurricane blew, 

And the last leaves of the Autumn filled the air: 
(ihosts of the vanquished evil, legions spent. 
Homeward we ride and trample them to earth ; 
Then shall we plant the new tree (liberty. 

Addio ! I bear the news. Heaven prosper thee ! 

Exit. Savothirola goes to the altar in the private 
ehapel and kneels. Exit Strozzi. Laodamia 
remains. She dranvs near to him. He 
rises. 

Laodamia. Father I 

Savonarola. -My daughter? 

Laodamia. You have saved us. 

Savonarola. Thank 

Not me, but Heaven. \Suddenly recognising her^ 
Ma-donna; thou ? 

Laodamia. You know me? 

Savonarola. Sol... And a great wind out of Heaven 
blows back 
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'IjH' pat’os of oiir hook of iifi-. to gloss 
Dark hoiir^ with brij^ht, aiul point the haiul of God ! 
Laodamia, Your eyes iiceus(‘ me, father. 

Savoniirolii, No. m\ tlaiioluer : 

'The* Muster-Painter ra/ed that pitture out : 

Hi I urns t!:c (>! </ ‘/»^’/ nnii bci 'nics iibs'O'lu'iL 

Laodiinihu Then 1 may speak. You thought uu* falsi^; ; 

I s(‘enK\i so : « 

Oh, but methinks you might divine the caie^e. 

Is it then false to bii)> the lile )ou love 
lhi\ ing \ our#o\vn r 

Scironiiro/ii. [ R(\idi/J!^ fr'nn ./ b'rA iitid iirvin^ ti'j hi't'd to hn ) 
Qui sine pcvi uto e.'.r, piimiis laiudem miftat : 
lie who i'> sinless, h't him first cast the' stoiu'. 
I.uodn/n/ii. O (iirohimo, 1 think you have not gpiessed f 
Snvo;ij)'o/ii. You speak in rividles. l)aupJU('r, I miist«}n). 
I^iiodiiniui. Not yet! . . . Ah tine: “ l!c‘ la/ed^that 
pit ture out ! 

We ar(‘ as sha[H*s that (ill another canv'Us. 

Sivvofuirolii, 'I'he ways of God are jtrangc* : since last wc 
met • 

What deserts have I travell(\l • and this !T)Use, 

Your hus'.^aiur.s, is my Pisgaii : Italy 
laes at my feet redeemed. 

Lnodinnuu I have no hnsbaiui. 

Savona) ol<i, lie of I'errara,—does he livc‘ no more* r 
[siiodamln I do not know; I care not. ^ If the Church 
Call him my liu.sband, it is false, Usay. 

My husband is a memory ;—that dies not. 
Savonarola- My daughter, it is not well that we discourse. 
You have a kinsman with us at Sr MarkV : 

Y^jung Alessandro Stro7//i, have ycju not ^ 

, Ln.dainia. Yes, father. 

Sitvonarola- Prom him I will eiK]uire of you. 

D 
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I'lorence expects me now; may God be with you. 
rarewell. 

Laoddnua, Stay ! Oh, you do not understand. 
I'\ith(*r, I loved you all the while,—anJ him 
I hated. 

^iivfAutrola, Ah ! . . . Not so you spoke of old. 
Lroddf/if^j, \ spoke t(; kill your love ; why not myself ? 
’'I'is dead * k beat my brow upcui its tomb ! 

I'itiless, pitiless love of Heaven • Not hate 
Is hall as cruel ! v 

Hiivofitirold, No, my daughter,-^-no ! 

Memories there are whic h, though we bury them 
' I'athoms beneath our lonely cells, rise up, 

Smilini; witli sad wild face's on our change. . . . 
Christ’s love is better. 1 have' said too much. 

Oh, if you lov«‘d me and were lured away, 
-Daughter, Mis love consoles. In Him we yet 
Arc* one. . . . Tare well * 

LiiodiUniii. I lave I not saved your life 

You shall not g/) ^ "This liour at h'ust is mine. 

Ah ^ ycni were dc*ad that night. . . T'o espemse 
a Stro//i,— 

That was his plot ; and you were on his path. . . . 
1 bc'g^g^ed )i>ur life: the price was mine. I gave it. 
Yes, but once you were sate, his blood had paid it: 
Tor see * 'This steel ! 

Drtiivs iht' stiletto from her bosom. 
Sdroridrobi. \}l'‘ith /:‘<rror\ You killed him 
L.i'.Jdmid. No: helled. 

Snakes are not lions : I ha\ e not seen him since. 

Daughter, explaiiH Why did you veil the 
truth : 

Lddliimiii. I'rom you ? I must. My eyes, my lips, my 
hands. 
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Fie rie.i rhcmi all,—a <la^ger at yi>iir hroa.^t. 

One worJ had killed —<‘V(‘n dik' idatua* ot 

I .< )ve. 

What CO lid I do: What hut il(\strt)V your Lo\« '' 
() (iirolaiuo, I loved voii so* I lo\ i\| \()u* 

Now will \oTi iiinp, nu’ irtuu \ou. - kilt nu' aj'ain, - 
Slone lue with ('>iou '^aw*, and fii'od partlon^,-- , 
Me wlu) tor your sake died ''O lua^u tun ‘s r 

Alas, in\' daiiidurr, w li.^f is tin ^ \on tell i.u* ^ 
/ I would not ^l'>ea^, hut ()n * 1 < .muot !>ear it * 

S,n' M\ h< 4 ^ t he!o\ ed * I a<‘ tainia * \\ hat ha\e I 
do!H‘ r 

(iod* M\ ( iod * \ }yi, f::i\ \ ( io daujdlt'u , 
lea\ e me * 

I he ('Cl h \a »u, !ca\ (' nu * 

L,r : \l<N,itr/\\ I(M\c \oii, deal (dtoiau^>r 

Nut* n ir'L i | II jn ti < t .'tfunuiut j N es, \( s • oi ’ 

K iiecl so ' j Kilt t Iin:^ ) 

Christ • 1 iol\ \' irp/ni ’ 

look on iis I lhr\ us* Send in*' fli\ tiunjUa 
tion, — • 

’Thine on thi* numist, ai! knu'doms oi the woild, 
And all theit -^loi’,, teinja no with thos(‘: 

Not lhi>* Not this*. . . Oh, ha^l ’I'i’.oU I'loujdit 

me Iten*, 

Tahduli\. to this (oJKjuest, m(‘, () ( rovi, 

Whininjj; aj^ainst the lu‘ens(' of *Th^ lhi<‘sts: 

M\ toot upon thisTis})ah' then fo«|>iiinp,c 
lIcadlon; 5 , the u hole w<u'ld lippint* in m\ l.ill . 
()!', (h)d, d’hou knouest how dearl\ 'Ve iia\c loved 
‘ 'Two souls iti th(‘ world ai^me wjtli 'Thee/ w(‘ said ; 
\\ in\ mi|^ht it never he, niy thxl, oli wltv? . . . 
Ain.1 lunv thc‘ hard t^ain of m) years seems los' , 

And she the (;ni\ j^ain * . . Oli nati h .n< Itom Ikt, 
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Take her, thou passionless Love, thou omy Good,— 
Upon Thine everlasting arms we fall : 

»Save her ! Save me ! Save Italy, oh (Jod * 

Ht' lifts her hand to his //]]/, then speaks 

Christ keep you, daughter ! 

L'^odarjiiiu Will you leave me so? 

Sa'uonarn/d. Do you not see the years heaped up between 
us ? 

And all the prayer that ivounts up to this triumph ? 
One slip, and then it topples* Ol-niy daughter, 

“'rriumph ” I lall it: h'lorenee now is mine,— 
Reclaimed for Christ,—soon Italy,— the world ! 

But is it triumph ? 

I trod, I trampled all this arduous way 
Uj^on your aching heart. lM)rgi\e. luirewell. 
'There is no more to say. A.v//. 

LaodanUii. [ Diizeil] “ No more *” “ I'aK'well ! 

She stands I.apo from behind the 

arriis. She i^nu's a cry of idarni^ and then 
ecllcits herself^ fating hitn *ivith courage, but 
nvithout }‘ei gnising hini, 

Lapo. \^H'j^uing profoundls] I'ear not, signora. I am no 
baiulitto. 

Laodamia, 'rommas<^ ! 

Lapo. Do not call : he does not hear. 

Signora, I seek some private words with you. 
Laodaniiii, What, right have you to intrude ? I know 
you not. 

Lapo. \^jdside\ Clearly she does not. \To Lacdamiti\ Love 
toi^him you spoke with,— 

Love for the Prate inakes us kin, signora. 

Do not suspect me. There were reasons—Basta * 
Let this suffice : I hid to save the Prate. 
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Lno(Liffiiii, 1 think the I'rate needs no aiil from ii.s. 

Withdraw, sir: and if indeed \tni are his friend, 

Do not report our ine(‘tin|^: thoiipji, In' sure, 

I take nc shame from it. 

Lapo, ^ 'I'riisl nun lair huiy. 

My hoinaj^e locks your secret lune for t'ver. 

/ //. /’/3 ht\iTt, 

Laodarnii. I think )ou speak sincerel).- 
Lape. I'rom n\\ heart * 

And now, si^>nor:'., listen • 'The I'raie needs 
No aid, )ou •aid. What ot the words Ik* spoke: 

d'he savl wild faces," and, “ riu‘ loiu‘l\ ('ell " r 
You not ii ed that ? 

LiVAliimiii, \ >/v] : Yes, jes ! 

Lapo, d'he fasts, tlu' vi|;ils : 

No woman’s care tt) sa\e him. • 

LaGiliiviiii. (iod is with liim. • 

Lape, I lu>|H' so: (iod has jncen liim much to In'.‘r. 

And little ((Mnfc>it. "I'hat his friends should s('e to. 
Which [)rini;s nu* to tlu* purp( 4 se of my \ isit. 
Signora, wlu'U rh(‘ white mappiolia llower 
liares its immaculate bosom to the sun, 

Th.it hour a blij;ht liesietu's all its cells: 

So in this fair fruition of his life 
A slow obsession of tlu* I'rate's foes 
Menaces his destruction. Not unmarked 
Our prophet sh,ames tlu* pontiff'; wot unscathed 
He c}U(‘lls the pranks atui orj^ies Id^reiu (* loves: 
More safely shall \ou grasj'i the hunj>;ry flames 
Than Scold a Pope, or curb a city’s sjiort. 

Laodamia, Indeed the Pope is stronjr,but God, mf*seenis, 
GcaI and King Charles are stronger. 

^Lap:, Gixi, Signora,— 

God is the quotient of two mighty factors, 
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I, 

I'ortune and Force ; whom God l.elps none may 
hinder. 

But as for Cliarlcs, had bur the Fratcj known 
How Malice in its own despit(* enlargV'd him, 
Showino a daj>ger blunted by his/^lancr^, 

And 1 Vinces at his thunders tiropping ilead,— 

And had he known witl^al how Loui^’ son 
Shies like a C(dt at shadows — 

I.aoilamia, Well, what then ? 

Liipo, Fsha • 1 b‘ would kiK/'A* he rides upon a bubble. 

LdOiliunia. d’hc' sanu* inethinks rhait Daniel trust(s| in, — 
God's ri5;ht<’ousness. 

Lapo, Small mattcT, you will say, 

i low Charles was won, if 1 h‘ will lii^ht our battle: 
But will he ? 

LtkiiLimui, Is he not sworn : 

Litj i, Aye, while it serves us/’ 

So savs “ i^ood (Aiillaume/’ I doubt it will not 
serve them. 

LdOcLimia, \ And who arc* \ou tliat you dare 

prophes\ ? 

Lapo, Only a mere interpreter, sijTnora 

Yet, thanks to four i»ood tonnues and two nood 
ears, 

In the way of my humble callinj^ come some 
secrets: 

As this, \ILifnlif}^ ht'y n /c//c>-] 

'The ambassor of Jaidovic, 

'The Duke of Milan, writes it to a clerk 
From Ferdinand of Spain. 

Laodam’uil [/// dLirm] What docs it mean 

Lapo, Certes that Rome, Spain, Naples, Germany, 

Milan and Venice, all the world to wit, 

Will, ere X'^alori’s boughs are clothed again, 
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lie icapued to wedge our Cyiu^ aiui his Dauiel 
r the hoiU ot Italy, and ^Ml^h tlunn there. 

I'ruly, Signora, his loes ar(‘ g,athering. loiind. 
Laodauiui, \ | (iod will pioieit rlu' 

Lapo. 1 le doi's it sttaiii»(*l\ : 

Count up til, ! <auds and iuiti hei ies t)l eat h Ihigte, 
You ha\e, tlu*', sa\ , t!u‘ miinher ^>1 he, h-ap^iu's. 
Charles ina\ ha\e time t« > o)tK]iU'i Rwme ainl \a|'‘ie,. 
And then - wluit sai^l \oiir talitei . “ All hr xkIus 

Slij^.s iTiun liis !’fas|’) iikt* sand tlnoug'h t‘prn linipMsd’ 
It liu k hetalls, at best lie t ut , hi> \v,i\ 

Back iiUt) I'rancr, likt' t)ne put sued h\ woivt 
"I'ossing to Milan Ihsa <uu! I eiduun. 

To X'enice ( ieiuia,Spain C'a.ahria, 

And tt) the Bope the lor lie tears tin* mo a, . 

I'ra J<M*ome • ^ 

L(i'^(Lwiui. M\ (iod * And tlie\ will hum him * 

Lilt)'.. ^A‘s, h(‘\o!ul douht. 

Lii .(latnid. What can we do to ‘.a\e him 

Alas, I am a w(;man. And m\ lailun « 

Has jiow(‘r no longer. ()iu r lu' had, ‘--\r->, oiu e. 
Liipo. 1 am a man, sipjtora, and \oiii M ivani. 

LiioiiiUiiiii. (iio, then, and warn th(* I late. 

l.iip'j. N(;, MiMiora. 

What can he do Don arms and lij»ht tin* leap,ut* 
Xo-, trust to tne. 1 am tiot iuav at states ratt. 

With worldly wit \vc pp'apph' ww^ihlly men. 

Merely as Prior of St Mark' tlu* I rate 
Is quarry fcjr the P(q»e as Cardinal 
Their falcons cannot strike him. NowV the time ’ 
(•hief man in I'lorence, right hand of King, Charles, 
A Cardinal’s hat is his; it needs hut the asking,. 
Laodarniii, He ask 1 
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}sdp'j^ !{e would not,—no: but w** can. 

I^ii'jdumta, W^e ? 

Lapo. Von lot)k askance upon my hose; and rit^htly : 
W'liat folly Haunts in silk, what wit inyustian • 

'riiat fault your wealth corrects. 

L vdlaniiii, Sure* but in Rome 

d'hc'y are j^r<‘at lords, and inaccessible*. 
l.(ipo» Alps have their passes, castles inive their posterns, 
And the holy fatlier has the fair Vano/'/.a. 

IChi'U * fiij^acc's I knew her, not unkindly : 

A jest ileli/dUs her . . . Ij) tin* bjass, I ha\e it ' 
I'anploy a siulptor: bivi him mould the I'Vatc* : 
Piasti'r will sc‘r\e, - full Iciu^th and hij’hl) cohjured. 
Sirai<>ht\vay Xhino/./a tfive^s a little suppe^r. 

I'.nter the Pope: first dish, announced a peacock, 
lluju*, cooked with fcMthers. l/ift the cover, lo * 

’ d'he pestilent Monk, a l>obadil in froc ks, 
tSword in his hand, obscene*, absurd, his month 
Puflinj’ jp'c*ar proj^hc‘cies : (iladiiis sii[ht terram 
Cito c‘t \elociter. l^>orela laughs aud swears, 
I'roiuing at last the gobiiu cif his dreams. 

'I'lien up trij^s fair \hiuo/./a, l^lows a kiss, 

Draws from her silken gown a scarlet hat : 

C’ardinal dear, your sword ! 'Phis serves you 
belter* ” 

'Plic' hint is taken, and the I'rate saved. 

Lii'jiLuHhi, Ch), sirrah * 1 will have nought to do with 

this: 

It shames me that I talk with you. 

Liipn. l^bbene * 

'Then ]eave the Monk to perish. 

I.d'-d/iJdiiii, I will not he a?; you ! 

L.ipj, Nay then, I urge you not! Your hands are white,— 
So white, forsooth, \ou fear a speck of soot: 
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Th.('rc 'ju- Mu* Monk must perish in tlu> (lames. 
Ailiiio, s'orujra. In your vlreams to-night 
I'hink ot ' 'ine otlier men win' liareil the Pope; 

Hu ss, ti " !)(burnt ;illvc‘ :it Constaiu i* ; 

The trit'iuls ul Wahio racktui anJ Hayrd aiul Iro/on ; 
ArnoM ('t iffHu'la han‘‘oil and luirnt at Rome; 
Doleino, nak(‘i.., carried in a tar, ^ 

Riek emeal with tail-hoi irons piiu hetl \o klt*ath, 

Ills hones lait] bate, his eves, ears, nostrils, linju'rs, 
'Tossc'd to the jdinne, ^rowvl, and llum he dital : 
Ail holy inen.who sh.aineki a [nollii’ate l'op(', 
d'hink ot their fates; tor sin h wdl be tin* Irate’s. 

1 kjiiir yon. Addio * 

Lao(liif)}i>i. No. SiiMior, stay * 

Wd'iat do \ on ask ^ I or turtheivince Never, sijMior ! 
(ioid ? it is (diaritv . . . i low inin li ? 

Liip‘ . J lea\ <‘11 save y^)n ; 

A matter of sonu* five hinulrrd crowns. I'Or, sen*: 
Rome and rlu‘ aits arc* costly. 

1 s.i .iLiuiid, Pr.i\ you, wail. 

* A.W/ I 

Lilpf,. [.//'/;/■] 

Still fair, sweet wife; and still them wc’ar'st a 
bodkin. 

^ c‘t, ’faith, wc‘h (' dropptnl a poison on the lip, 
Suj»ar d, Imt like' to canker in thy breast. 

Ih'iie * KinjJ (.'harles has fad(‘d us ^ this is bettcT. 
"Idle liorpia bu\s liis mistress of hc‘i‘ I'lUsbatid 
I <jr an artMjsy of t^old and tin* rank of iMarcjuis. 
Next to tlu' l>or<*ia, jertHm* to-(iay 
Is <'ounted mipjitit'st fisK'k in Christendom^ 
(di^mpion of Cliastity, henc'* in my ptnvc'r. 

"l o-morrow sees him Rope, and in that t.hair 
"There's foothold l<jr my climbing. 
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Laodamia. [^Entering with a bag of money] * 

Signor, here . . , 

Oh, but iny mind misgives me. W?^it one day : 

I.et me ask counsel. ^ 

Lapo. Humbly I say it, Signora: 

Then I ref use the money : secrecy 
Is urgent. As for your misgivings, say : 

Can Love prompt evil actions?—Love, I mean, 

()I holy causes. 

Laodamia. Truly : but, O Signor * 

Do nothing that dishonours him we serve. 

[sapo. Trust me, signora. . . . 

\She hands him the money] 1 shall write from Rome : 
Meanwhile, allow the hint: a Cardinal 
Stands high above reproach. . . . a woman’s care,— 
Not one of them but has it. . . . Not so, now : 
The Frate is not Cardinal as yet; 

'f'hough by Heaven’s grace he shall be. Fare 
you well. Exit. 

Laodamia. [J/one'j “ 'The sad wild faces ” and the lonely 
cell! ” ' ‘ 

So wan ! So worn !—To save him once again !— 
Has he, have I no right to happiness? 



ACT III 


Scene I .—I Arctur. J/:i’ Dttomo or (lathedral. Choirs oj 
the white-roied Cd.'ddrrn of the Kiu^. A < ronvd iutcnt 
on Savotutrola, ivho is in the pulpit e'.nc/udhtf> his sermon. 

« 

Savonarola. Lastly, () I'lorcnce, heavkoii. There be those 
Who say “ The Lrate led us to this pass : 

1 le leagued us with tlv-' Iving of I'raiice, M'ho snatched 
I’isa, Leghowi, Sar/ana and Librefatta ; 

Who vowed to give them back, but holds them still; 
And lo the league Haines up against him, and 
Our fortunes are as faggots in the (lame: 

All this the Frate did." Now, Idorence, hearken; 
Charles is not conquered yet,—not yet forsworn. 
Did 1 not meet the King a second time,— 
Command him, win his promises again I 
Pisa he will surrender, and once more 
Gird on the panoply ol God’s Revenge. 

Yet, lest he fall us, note ye this, O Florence: 

I leagued ye not with Charles. My politics 
Arc not to bind nor break with R(;me or I'rancc. 
Tides ebb and How : 1 build alone on God. 

O Italy, a merry dance is thine, 

Fain to link always with the stongest arm,— 

Now this, now that. Have ye lyit heard of old, 
God built the world I Is any str,()ng as I le ? 

Think ye that when the stanchions of this pile 
Were laid, Arnolfo parleyed with the winds, 
Saying, O North Wind, Tramontana, p»op 
This wall; Libccciata, wind of rains, 

For thee this conduit ? Nay, Arnolfo took 
Counsel with God; the oaks, the steadfast pines, 

SI 
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Tlu* shapely (lowers, the laws that th*^' stars 

In rhythniie orbits,—these admonished him. 
l'’or as the heavens are biiilded, so th**- Dome 
And as the stars above thee, so withii^ 

'Thy duty shines. Yea, like a drei‘m this world 
Melts, and our tlays H\ up like wreathe of smoke ; 

• Nor is auj’ht firm but Rit’hteousiiess and (iod. 
Wlierefore 1 made my pact with (iod alone: 

Thou^ IdoKMU'e, art c*stablished on Rij^ht. 

Plant thou tlu t('ei upon vhis rock, and nations 
tShall break like* hail upon tlu bat deiiuMits. 

Yea, plant th\ fc'('i, but not a^ tho>{‘ who play 
At tourney with their paste-l’»t)ard ln)iirdonasses : 
No joust is this; (iod\ ehi\ali) are \ e. 

Crusaders, jro lort!^; gird on )*>ur sword, 
d'he uiu'oiuiuerabh' ste(‘l Contempt of Death,— 
Xdetoi v is )c»urs 1 () I'loreiM (*, thou shalt eoiKjuer,— 
Yea, though thou firdn the wlnih* world, and alone. 

'Idiis i.^ tlu‘ c]uestion,this tlu* hour; iliy Consi ience, 
'Idle V oiec* of (iod within thee, Cit\ of I'lorencc, 
Stands up before thee*, cries in mv ^oice. Choose 
’'I'wixt goods that (HTi^h, or the {‘tcrnal (iood,— 
Choose thou, to c'hatKer with the Lords of Lust, 
'I'hat make* this land one seetlhng vat ot crime, 

Or now, for life or dc'ath, a band el(‘c:t, 

Uplift and plant the (ionfalon ot (iovl. . . . 

Lhou wilt " behold thy c'aptaiiu sworn to stand 
Or fall with t!iee• . . 'Thou wilt not ? 1'lorence, I,— 

1 who ha\ e stiiod upon thy walls and cried— 

Cried in the night to all the nations round, 

“ 'The cnemv is upon thee 1 Rise ! Awake ! ”— 

O I'lorcnce, I gc^ forth alone, alone f 
'fake thou my body, Christ: 1 c'an no more * 

Make me th) martyr * Yea, I kiss the Cross ! 
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I hiT? \ botiv in the llainr^ ot iuii^iiish • 

‘II -»ir not triLiinpli, S.iiaii, tins liiisr 

Is iir^n lh</ wiiiijs. I \kc sreJ. vt :i like* 

\’ilie’s i' /Ai!,l pKn'e*s ilii!i<» \\ lu-n watc'is laiL 
'I'oikIk J u t'l I-spM!ii4 ()l flu I o\ r/rwill 1 i.s(‘, - 

I hanks l)f to (k 1, \v'h( * < 1 < >*A II I lit* with I lis tiu)rns • 

-rVj' /\' iii'jitriiL fr.tfi t! t .'O’/t IS . 

AIL 

Son . )1 i\lar\, Ikii ae U-te*, 

SoWeT of (C'lo^^ial wlirat, 

Stai N #n .ky anJ h »\ o in « Li\ , 

I' k irciu (' e'l !«• -. t<) r I t o l»»' J i\ ; 

\'i \ a ( in lu n< > a ro i r ^ 

/ \^U t'S '.j “ 7 'hi (. // r fj f i\ A 

\ hull ha ^ Tiovi oil! piihuav h»wi\\ 

Makinp, (honis aiul hh^-suin . 1 h» 1 \ 

( ic^ll, at t h \ ( rrt Wn l.i\ 

IhiliH'. ot io\ r to str<‘W th\ \ea\. 

\'i\ u (insii. 111 »st ro 1 n ^ 

}' ^^ufiy uiefh i ‘Vjh t «. 

W'hcn unholy shapn > aFliire* ii . 

I>\ rh\ ^:UT'*el mount ^<s urn us; 

Kv il li\ ns tor us to ^ia) , —- 
(ioJ of l>artins oil!*' th(‘ fray. 
y \\ a C ie su, Ih)st to 1 (■ • 

(fir/s' 

Cana fills our flasks with \^inc‘, 

Minppinp^ marriage* lo\(* witii riiinn ; 

Oranp/ ti<Avnrs are* tiiim* array ; 

Trim our lamps to shine tor ave. 

Viva Ciesu, no>tro r«* * • 

7)//^/. i 

Graves are footprints •, there thy feet 
Lit, anti passing l(‘ft them sweet • 
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Cypress blossoms into May:^ / 

Loved ones there in peace wc .ay. 

Viva Gesii, nostro re ! ^ 

All, 

Lo our ark is whelmed with grief. 

Waft, O Dove, thine olive leaf: 

Floods are rising, storms dismay: 

Through the casement waft thy ray. 

Viva Cesu, nostro re 1 

X 

Foes surround us ! Save as. Lord * 

Rise Jehovah ! Bare thv sword f 
Rise and hurl thy foes away • 

Florence cries to 'T'hee to-day : 

Viva Gesu, nostro re • 

As iht' filt‘\' I.aodinnui^ cLul i7i 

nvhitey nuith the “ (IhUdrt'n of the iS 

accosted by Lapo^ nonu nvell dres.\ed but still 
^uenrui^ a heard <jful iitirei ogfiised, 
l.apo. Signora - 
Laodaniia, Signor ? 

Liipo, Von have forgotten me ? 

'Fhe Guide,—the Interpreter ; we met at Pisa. 

My mission for the f'rate is accomplished. 

Laodamuu YK(igerly\ Yes ? 

Lapo, “ Foes surround us; Save us, Lord,” they sang; 
And I am th^' answer to that prayer ; I bring 
^'he town’S'Salvation in a Scarlet 1 lat : 

'I'he little dinner of Vano7//a ilid it. 

Fairest signora— 

Laodamia,^ I.et us tell him ! Come ! 

Lapo. Softly ! Valori waits to see him. Much 

Has passed this morning since he left his cell. 

First let the impact of calamity 
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Brfjak Ifus nfoud spirit; then, like balm, yonr voice, 
Breathes bi a sweet appeasement. Come this way. 
Savot^ir'Jii i'G7)jes fer^vanL Sever til tfien iind 

£ 'oifu'fi (ire waiting to spenk nuith hnn^ arnofi^ 
tht^i Va!on in the goiun of the S/frnorl, and a 
iJsiner with <i hijr of gold, 'The two Litter 

(ipproiieh Sdvonarola, l^dori gives wiiy to the 
Usurer, 

Sdvoniirola, My son, how can I serve you ? 

Usurer. [lU^lth trepuLition] An’t please yon. . . . 

Cfod pardon nfe. 

Siiv'jKirold. Tear not, but speak. Y(;ur nanu' 

Usurer. I iiip/i, the money-lender, pray (iod pardon. 
Savonnrolti, Who ask with deeils, not woials, lie will. . . . 

What’s her(‘ r P'dntnr^ to the of gold. 

Usurer, (ioKI, fiither. 

Savonurolu, Or blood : • . 

Usurtr. Na, na ! My name is good 

None pays but what he bargains at my table. 

But an you please to buy some^candlesticks,— 
(h)ld, father, gold,—for the altar at Saint Mark’s,—* 
So h(' you’ll say for my little son that’s dead 
Some four score mass(‘s, here’s as many ducats. 
Siivouiirold, Cuigi, Saint Marks requires not gold nor 
silver: 

God’s altars all are broken down with gold : 

Yet if I say the masses ior your S 041 , 

Will ye supply th(‘ lights ? • 

Usurer, Na, that is nought ! 

I’ll more than that ; one ducal buys your wax. 
Siivonurola, Luigi, our candles at Saint Mitrks are 
ts>iree, 

'Truth, Justice, and Compassion. Not from you 
Shall four score ducats light them. 
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Usiin r. Np/' v(' say : 

Ye will not say the Masses? 

SavoN(iro/(i. Yes, O Aiigi : 

Tor your bambino Masses shall be suhl: 

But there will be no lights; all dArkness, Luigi. 
Usurer. Ye cannot say a Mass without the candles. 
SavoNurolu. (iod sees by other lights than ours, my son. 
Usurer. Na! Na! d'he)Ml say I will not pay the candles. 
Siivonaroln. "Lheydl say truth, my son. 

Usurer. Til make it li\e score: Come! 

SiivonurrJii. Not fifty buys them. Yec if \ou restore 
"To Messer Ihucio’s willow your extortion 
'fhat she may rear Ar little son, then, Luigi, 

The candles might be lit. 

Usurer. Come i Here be six score. 

(iive her them, thou : I’ll nought to do with her. 
Hir, omirohi. 'Idiink, Luigi: I might rob you of your gold. 
Usurer. Na, father, we all know thee : come, come ! Lll 
trust thee. 

Suvouarola. You are noor, my son ; you have no riches,— 
Usurer. lih ? 

Tin not so sur(‘ I could not buy ye Pisa • 

SavonaroLi. [iloniinuin^] And if I robbed you of your only 
wealth. 

And you should stand a pauper before God, 

Crying to see your little son again,— 

Usurer. Eh ? Ef ? What say ye, priest ? I will! 1 will ! 
Savonarola. [Conlinuifi^^ And (iod should say you are too 
poor for Heaven,— 

Usurer. [Fiercely] I’ll see him, aye I will. Here’s ten 
score I Come! 

Put ye that in the prayers. 

Savonarola. We pray with deeds. . . . 

Yes, Luigi, God vuill say ye are too poor: 
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Ra^s i Rirrs of grecil ! Heaven will not have such 
pau|H‘ s ^ 

But it t A ^ widow smiles on you, then (iod 
Will sec Miat smile in {»oUl upon }our soul, 
iVnd say,''‘^Come look U(H)n your son ap^ain.” 
Usu'rt'r. Ant please \ou, father, comc‘ alonp with me: 

ril make yon widow ghul. 

Siivothirdii, IMy son, I will. 

So shall ye light the candles for your hoy. 

And Mass be said wilji caiuiles once a week. 

No riches, 0»m) son, ye take to Heaven 
Bxcept your brothers’ and your sisters’ smiles. 

\ rurris to Fiilori\ Messer Xhilori. 

yio Usiirt'r\ Wait me, my son, without. 

^vh'j hdS Iren ^v:lh iiriothrr nvtll- 

dressed hl'.n lotres joriciird, 

Valori, (iood morrow. 

Savoriiirola. Who is that ? 

riilon. One Cini, a convert. 

Sdvoruirola. Once exiled in h'errara ^ 

ridori. *Yes, th(‘same : 

A I'lorentine of weight; spokeig they say, 

For ballot. We ma} need him. 

SirvGriiir’jlti. Ah, Cini,—yes * 

A face once seen not often I forget. 

Well, and the news 

Valoru 'fhe worst: King ^'harie: of France 

Turns renegade: our sword i' the.sky, forsooth, 
Was but a windlestraw, g(me (Mi :i i nff’. 

Pressed by the league, his aimy llic.^ to France. 
Pisa, Leghorn, Sarzana,— they are sold. • 

Sa\)diarfia. Sold ^ 

^ Valori To our foes. 

SiTirmarola. He swore upon the altar. 


}i 
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y^alon. Who heeds ail oiith ? / 

Sav'jidroLi. In Italy. But .’ranee— 

Villon. Also the Pope pronounces you a hifjetic. 
SavoNiirolii. Valori, it is lalse. My creed is Rome’s,— 
My doctrine hut to live the IJpriglit l.ife. 

Valorl. d'he Kipjit withal are warned you must not preach. 
' Do you submit ? h'rate, we stand by you. 

15ut since' your br(\ath has raised a storm l)eyond 
Our manage ior the hour, 1 counsel silence, 
Sdvormr'Jii. \yljfir n /uhim'] ‘I’rulerunt lapides :—'T'hey 
took up .^icmes 

To cast at him ; but Jesus hid himself. 

And wc'iit out from the temple.” d'lius my master . .. 
Yes, tor llu' hour [ yield. 

Vahri. Said wisely, Prate! 

Reel till the storm has passed ; and tor the rest— 
(iood cause', good coinage. . . . Here comes 
15enedetto. 


linin' Vra linirdt'llo. 

Hniah'llo. I'rate ! \'al()ri ! I'he lity is up ! 'The news 
Spreads, and the Arrabhiati, Compagnacci, 

'Pile 'Pi(‘pidi’- all the' hostile factions 
Combine against us ; l.udovic supports them : 

Now thc'y tear nought. 

Valorl. lH‘ar ? Orsu ! But they shall ! 

'Idle laght are with us still,—the laght shall teach 
them, - - 

Out of a book whose words are strokes o’the sword— 
'Idle sword ol Justice carven with the names 
Of twice ten thousand honest citizens, 

Wlio in the I'rate see the arm of God. 

Bmedetto. P>ut, will they see it now ? I like it not. 
Savonarola. [ To Valorl] (io then,my son; enroll all citizens : 
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Sham- (1 i: that folk that guards with purchased 
arm-' 

Home, L nour, faith and freedom : free they arc not, 
lint sla\ o of eUvse. lixit I'alori. 

ReriecUit'^., ^ ^ Well said ! 1 drop my pah'tte . 

Steel is my brush *, 110 paratlise I’ll paint • 

Nay, but I’ll shew these reb(‘ls lu'il • Hot red • • 
Sa'uorjiir'j/^i. llettuc('io of tlu‘ tavern speaks, I wc’en. 

Not Hroth(*r Benedetto of St Maik’vS. 

Be mult •/ /. j y in v; j / v ^ , mmi tei 'in^ ] Aye, aye* I’ll s h e U' 
them hell '• I’ll 

Sinwriiirold. (lo * do ptMiance, 

Working, as far as may be, night ami day. 

At the Hall of the Greater Coum il. b'inish it: 
Stablish our dVmple (jf Mt'rey, that no soul. 
However poor or base, M)nviet of (rime, 

May be denic'd appeal. l'‘or as a man , 

Stricken looks inward, fain t(j (deanse his spirit, 

So in this wra( k the City first shall purge 

Its own ini list ic'es, and tiien u^)lift 

Clean hands in prajer, and cry on (iod for siu'cowr. 

I\xtt Bcmdctto. 

Cries, \ I'r'jfu nrithout] l*'ratacci<j * I ralaccio! (Jive iis back 
our Bi.sa * 

lintvr a mob headed by Ala'z/zuighi ^ Ridolfi and Cet, 

Ct'j, [St) ut.\ in strummirv^ /v> luie\ , 

I’iiij', ping, ping ' 

Let the Piagnoni swing ! 

I'or the city’s like a camposan—to. 

With its miauling, bawling can—iTj, 

’ And its “ (iesu King ! ” 

And its ting, ting, ting. 

And its drivelling, snivelling san—to f 
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The Mob. Abbasso Francesi! Evviva, I^^ma ! 

One oj the mob thrusts himself for*ufird and shakes 
his fist at Savonarola^ crying chain : 

Frataccio ! Frataccio ! Give us back our Pisa ! 
Savonarola, aving them back •with his ha/'as\ 

This is the temple of God ! Away ! Away ! 
Fuices. Back! Back I The Prophet I 
A IVoniati. \Croi4ching by a pillar and pointing at hirn\ 

Santiddio ! See his eyes ! 

They pierce like swords,* —kill like the basilisk. 

Cei. [^Striking his lute^ 

Ping ! Ping ! Ping ! 

Let the Piagnoni swing ! 

For the city’s like a- 

A PacierOy or (fficer oJ the cathedraly makes a rush 
at him. He runs offy laughing loudly, 

Ma' :xifighi, [Por whom meanwhile the crowd has made way\ 
Now, prithee, I'rate, what is this we hear ? 

Was nc^t your Cyrus vowed to give us back 
Pisa, Leghorn, Sar/ana, and Librefatta ? 

And lo, he sells them to our foes ! What next ? 
Thou hadst thy Bonfire of the Vanities ; 

Our seaports, lands, allies,— wilt burn them too ? 
Wilt snatch the very garments from our backs ? 
Poices, Evviva Ma'/'/inghl I Abbasso I'rataccio I 

Rc'-enter in hastCy during the last wordsy Valori. 
He confronts Ala'LZ.inghi, 

Valori, What, thou, blazzinghi ? Thou among this 
rabble ? 

Alazzinghi, Yes; for I seek to save the city. 

Palori, ' False! 

Thou seekest leave to sin ; thou evil fermer". 

Thou vinegar of vice and malcontent. 

What I dost thou chafe at piety and peace ? 
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c.own again the lord of lies and lust ? 
It not. 


Mazzinghi. Whom I crown is nought to thee. 

My spe <.h is with the Fratc. 

Viilori, 'I'hou, Ma//inghi, 

'Thou of the »^vr.int\s faction ? 

ALizzinghi, No, Valori, 

Tlioij knowest that I rebelled against the Medici. 
Valoru Orsii * thou didst, for thou art rebel born, — 
Thou and thy crew, •h'ra (*irolaino .^aved ye: 

Fisc wert tlu^u dead, or dungfoned in th(‘ Stinche. 
Traitor, begone: or the wagging ol thy hood 
Shall wag thy truculent head olF 

AI(i7.zin^hi shrii^^ <ui(l ^tves [^Ituv to Rtdolfi. 
Ritloifu [7i ValGyi\ Pardon, Signor: 

Reverently I ask it of your l''rate : 

It (lies about the city that tin* Pope 
Forbids his preaching. 

Savonarola. It is true, my son. 

R’ldoljl. 'Then, with obeisance, thes^* good citi/ams 
Pray you will not incur the wrath of Rome 
Persisting. 

I^alori. Na) , but make no answen*, ['rate! 

Ridolfi, ha ^ thou tyrant’s understrapp('r • 

But y(\stcrday the rope was nnind thy neck.— 

Who took it off? 'Phe I'rate. Whelp, thou 
knowest ! • 

So dost thou pay ? 'Phis for thy .-shaming, traitor. 
Strikes him in theJaic. Savonarola interposes^ A 
Lry of ** The Guard ! ” Enter Constabulary. 
The mob take f ight. Mazzinghi *and Ridolfi 
remain. 

Savonarola. fTo Talori\ My son, what have ye done }— 
and in this church ? 
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God and our foes forgive the sacril(?g^ h rl' 
Messer Ridolfi, as 1 bear no malice r 
For this your ill requital, so I pray you 
Desist and pardon. What you ask I ;!o. 

Ridolfi, Ebbene, h'ather. . . . Have no ^‘:ar, Valori. 

Not here we quit accounts ; they run ! they run ! 
Mazziiig/ji. Farewell, Signori ! We shall meet again; 
Not always will the fdght be on your side. 

Kwun/ I\l<rz’zingh} and Ridolfi, 
Valori, That word is true. Already it is rumoured,— 
At the next ballot of the I'dght, we face 
The backwash of the tide, with such as these 
Our Lords and Magistrates. 

Savonarola, O sttjiU Valori, 

Not in the ballot, nor in France we trust: 

In Deo speravi : quid faciat homo? 

What can flesh do to us whose strength is 
God ? 

Valori, Nay, Frate, not that day,—your day of Palms,— 
When in the hobow of your hand I said 
You held the town, and you rejdied, Aye, aye ! 
To offer it on the altar unto God ! ’’ 

Not even then had I a stouter heart.— 

Farewell! I rally the faithful to the Cause. Exit, 
Eaodantui^ ninth lutpo at a short distaru c behind her ^ 
dranvs near to Savonarola, 

Laodamia, Father, Oh can I speak with you ? 

Savonarola, Return 

Speedily, daughter : meet me here again. 

I seek for strength in prayer. 

Exeunt in different directions. The Diiomo is dark 
and vacant for a brief space. Enter Cei and 
Doljo, Cei drags a huge bag nvith the help of 
tnvo urchins. 
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CeL \ So ho, sweet DoUo ' 

Ha^r (\^)i those cantinj^ devils? 

DoIJo. Aye. 

Cci. And I. 

The dead uiulernoath us, and alolt — 

Tlie wcath('KO( k ! lla! ha* d’he wind has changed. 
Now let IKS sing a hymn, and then to woik. * 

to his lutc\ 

C) my pretty l}ia«cherta, 

'feH me, whither luist thou llown r 
1 have searched thy easinetta. 

And thy nooks and cameretta, 

But Bianca then* was none. 

O her laugh ! her cicalat(' ! 

’Twas a peal of little hells * 

Now sh(*’s weeping, her peccati, 

With the ranting canting hraii : 

Devils roast tlu‘m in their ^clls 

Dost know that sweet one, Dolfo? 

Dolfo, What, thy songs? 

CJnaf-fe ! 'Fhoii knowst I cannot stfinuudi them. 
Wilt roast the h'rate in his cell ? l>y Bacco, 

1 am thy man. 

Ceu Nay, O Ithuriel ! • 

Thou seraph with the (laming swe^rti * I speak 
Of sweet Bianca. Dost thou know her? 

Dolfo, I'augh 1 

She smells of paternosters. 

Cei, ' True; and once 

That was a wench as dainty as my lute. 

These be sad times. Scarce can ye buy a kiss 
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I'or twenty crowns; and ere the FAitc’s da;"''/ 
sold them by the gross for half Ji lira. 

Dolfo, What’s i’ that bag ? * 

6V/. Dolfo, a secret ! a secret ! 

That bag contains—what think ye?/;' He luhispers. 
DoIJo, That is good ! 

(Av. We lay it in the pulpit ; hide it well 

With fragrant rose-leaves strewn as if in love : 
'riKMi shall he stand on it, the bag shall break: 
lie chokes, he sneezes, ssaked and swaddled in it. 
Ddj'o. Stay! I’ve a thought. \Si'ratche:>-his heuil^ Bacco, 
ril better that! ^ 

Dolfo has fancies: mark you that, old ’Cecco. 

Hold I Stoj) yon here * 

(lei. What seek ve ? 

DolJo. Spikes, man,—spikes ! 

Gv. ,What lor, sweet Dolfo? 

Dolfo. [Pf.mtitiir to the piiljnt] See ye that wooden edge? 
'I'liat sptMit o’ the prea<'hing pot? He pummels that: 
Iking on the rail.. 1 la ! ha ! 

Co. Ikit how, my dearest,— 

How hide thy thorns to grow among my roses ? 
Dolfo. beave that to me. 

Cei. Dolfo, thou art inspired. 

I, too, sweet Dolfo. The afflatus of the Gods 
Desciaids upon me. Hearken, son of Mars! 

Fetch me an »ss : a lean, a hungry ass ; 

A frock, a cowl,—a spattereii blackfriar’s lucco. 
I'herein, sweet Dolfo, thou shalt dress the ass; 

And prog him on the spear-point through the town, 
Cryitfg 'I'he I'rate ! 'I'he I'ratc I —until, pell-mell. 
The whole town yelps and bellows at his hecis 
Dolfo. By iiacco, that is good I It shall be done. 

Cei. And when he climbs the pulpit on the morrow,— 
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rii>(^ ! the ^iss,—ilayed, hung above the h>ate ! 

A stringyhall jerk hisS ears aiul make them wag. 
Dolfo, Aye, and the spikes, the—ha! ha! ha! Come, 
’Cc- ';o. 

Cei. Cactate ! Now let ns sing ^ 

Wang* Wang! Wang • 

Let the I"rate go liang * 

Witli his tartery, spattery luc-co, 

And his sorry, sorry hen-laid cuc-co- 

Dolfo. "['nice (/ thy littLf tin words and tum-tun)- 
tummings. 

Let US to work. Exeunt. 

Enter jro}?i the rear Savonarola. Eaodatnia l anes forivard. 
They meet. The ^uide *ivaiis at a re.\peitful distance. 

Savonarola. V(ni seek for eamnsel, daughter? 

Lacdtimm. 'I'hc clouds are dark, —so dark about ^oii. 
Father. 

Savo/ii/roli/. True, -and our wheat iingarnered. 

Laodamui. ^ Ah, but yon ; 

Wrestling alone amid the blinding wrack, ♦ 

"I'ieing your sheaves, iieint» )oiir sheaves,—and he 
d'he PontilF,- - lie who wields tlu* bolts of lieaven, 
Plunging them one by (me, until at last 
You fall. C) fatlier, night and day my dreams 
l^icture you so. Ah, could we shelter you ! . , . 
Girolamo, yes, we can ! Have I Jone wrong? 

I lead you into safety ! • 

SavofianLi. Safety, liaughter ? 

Lor those who do the right no danger lives,— 

No safety for the wrong. * 

Lao'*”- ‘a. V\lc fight the world ; 

We need some base. Charles fails us? 

Savonarola. O my daughter ! 
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And if it break,—that reed we leanv iipon,-^, - 
Is it not well ? l^'or so we fall on (iul ! 

Laodamia. Some rampart U) your stronghold,—that wc 
need ! . . . 

If you were Pope? . . . Only from/Peter’s chair 
Can you reform the church. 

Savonarola. They say it—yes. 

Laodamui. O father, if a White liird from God’s throne 
Laid on your head a crown, a Cardinal’s hat, 

And bade you take the fi»;\st step to that chair,— 
Were you not glad ? 

Savonarola. Our vigils breed a vapour : 

Daughter, you dream. 

Laodamia. I speak the truth. 'Po-night 

The Papal Agent visits at your cell. 

I am the White liird,—ah, you called me that,— 
‘Once in I'errara, loiig ago, you said it, - 
And on your head I lay Ciod’s coronal : 
heather, the crown is yours. 

Savonarola. They sent you ? . . . 11a ! . . . 

Laodamia. I'reely I come; I wrought this; I am proud. 
Savonarola. And but this hour they called me heretic : 

My God ! Can this be true ? . . . I will not 
take it, 

I spurn the bribe. 

Laodamia. Sure, dignities refused 

Are laurels given of (iod and Hung to earth, 
Weapons of service idly laid aside, 

Brevets disdained in pride ? What said your Dante 
Of Celestine who, called to Peter’s chair. 

Returned the Great Refusal? 

Savonarola. That, my daugh"^*'. 

That was the Apostle’s call to cleanse the Church; 
This were Iscariot’s silver. Hush,” cries Rome,— 
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“ silen*'Vhilc wc .sin ! ” 1 will not hush : 

My \o\ci\ shall cry aloud. 

Laodani 'uu () leather • Tat her ! 

Pity it ’verc to impale your lile and service 
On this aVipunctioii, - pity, ah how threat, 

'Po shipwreck all your mission on a scruple. 

Are you not orthodox ? 

^(jvonarola. Yes, daughter, yes. 

Laodiimin, 'I'heii must you obey the l\)pe. 

Savonarola. • Is h(' the Pope 

Who bought^lis crown with bags of stolen gold ? 
Should I be Cardinal if I should sell 
My conscience for the I lat ? 

Laodamia. 'Phink of the city. 

Savonarola. I would,—I would that 1 could give it ease. 
Laodamia. Ycni can, my father. 

SavonarrJa. If 1 betray my Lord. * 

Laodamia. You do not. Oh, for our sakes I implore you • 
As daughter of Plorence, oh, I pray you do this ! 
I'or the worhfs sake do so anj redeem the world ; 
For theChurclPs sake wlu)m, yiehling, you will sav**; 
For your own dear safet), father, I beseech you! 
Yes, by the love we bon* of old, we two, 

My Girolamo, say not No. 

Savonarola. O my daughter, 

You press me sorely. It is not well,—not well * 
Laodamia. ff wrong there be, I answei^bei'ore (iod. 

There is no wrong : the crime is i» refusal. 
Savonarola. If I surrender, on terms implied, not said : 

Dropping my sword to take it up again ?— 
Laodamia. Soon, Girolamo; and then to save tlie church. 
Sav\ .rrcla. [Mt'dltativel^'] Man owes, I said, one debt: 
to God alone,— 

In paying which, he pays all debts to man. 
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God speaks within our CoOvScicnce, giiidinjr so 
Our deeds, as Beauty guides the artist’s hand : 
Whence comes the perfect picture of our lives. 
Conscience eschews this bribe; the City cries 
Accept it. If a man betray his trus/’ 

To save a city, will the Judge condemn him . 
Tell me, my daughter, are there terms explicit: 
Must I forswear my mission ^ 

Laodcwiia. No, Girolamo. 

Savon^irola. Idle to shut our eyes - 

LapOj nvho l.\is drawn nearer during the colloquy^ 
now interposes, 

Lapo. Santissimo, 

Pardon! I heard your question. ... By your 
leave, [Zb Laodamia] 

I can assure the holy Prate :—Yes ; 

The terms are to your honour. When to-night 
The papal agent issues from your cell 
It will be cried through all the streets, “ Once more 
The Prate saves the City ! ” As from France, 

So now from the league you save it. Rome will see 
"I'hat Milan, (iermany, Venice, Spain,—our foes,— 
Let fall their swords and stretch the handof friendship. 
The seaports loved of IHorence as a woman 
Dotes on her babes,—Pisa, Leghorn, Sar/ana,— 
All are restored to her,—not vowx^d, but given. 
This is your'second triumph. Grateful h'lorence 
Will shower on you her wealth. Supported so, 
Your reverence will succeed to Peter’s chair. 

And from that summit rule the world for Christ. 
Savonarola. There are no other terms ? 

Lapo. Santissimo, 

Merely a little writing in your hand 
Renouncing your alliance with the French,— 
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(Sil^vius, recanting, climbed to Peter’s Chair) 
Vowing ro yield submission to the Pope,— 

(As do we all, true sons of Holy Church) 

And net donounc<‘ the Church’s so-called errors,— 
(Leave th%l to Hod: His grace alone suffices). 
Savonarola, [ylftvr a pausey iliTtlh'Vittely] 

Assumpsit cum Diabolus :—the Devil 
Taketh Him into a mount exceeding high, 

And sheweth Him all the kingdoms of the world: 
‘All these are thine if»thou wilt worship me’”— 
[//; a tvrribli' ^9oire\ 

Get thee behind me, Satan ! 

Lapo. Pardon, father: 

My wits arc whee/y hacks : your airy mountain,— 
By the Mass, they boggle at it ! 

Savonarola. '^I'he papal agents 

Need that 1 give an answer now ? 

Lapo. d'o-night 

Or never. 

Savonarola. 'fhen, my son, we j^o our ways,-- 
I to my Master, - they to theirs to say 
While Judas sits in Peter’s Cliair I take 
l''rom him no red hat of a Cardinal, 

Rather the martyr’s crown of blootl. 

Lapo. Hbbenc ! 

A pretty text ! We are not i’ the pulpit now. 
Mark that this answer flings the ftital glove : 

War to the death,—and you are m^t the stronger. 
Savonarola. Alas, my son, I would it were not now. 
Lapo. Still time to alter, h'ratc. 

Savonarola. I have spoken. • 

Lap One further word. We know your chastity. 
None calls a lifelong passion base, and none 
Rebukes a Cardinal, 
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SavoTiarola. Looking Lnpo to Laodafnidy who betrays 

cofjjusiofi] lla, what is this? 

Lapo, All frock,—no flesh,—is pleasing unto Heaven: 
Reverently I say it: also on earth 
The chaste embrace of rack and flam' consoles. . . . 
Still the same answer ? 

Snvofiarola. (io, thou son of Satan ! 

Lapo. Addio, Santissimo. 

l.iipo nrithdrtnus. Sin^GuaroIa for a viomrnt 

reprodi'hjtill\ at 'i\ir,d(irnia^ then turns' to go. 
lModami<i. What have 1 alone ! 

Girolamo ! I'ather ! I'orgive me ' Speak one word ! 
S:i*irniiirolu. \ Pointjny^ to Lnpo] Your husband. 

Liiodumiu. |//7A//v and with unnrzenii nt\ I [usband ? 
Savoriiirohi. Join him. As for me. 

If it be death, I trust in (iovl. f\irew(‘ll. 

ScENl*: II.— rhe sunie. I he Duoino if d’lnif light'd. Dolfo 
Spini tind (.('i ro (,t‘i (b si end fr-jin the pulpit, Pnter 
Ridolfi iind Aiu7/^iniihi\ 

Ridolfi. Well met* And is rhe h'rate’s carpet laid ? 

Pel, Aye ; but the rose-leaves will not cover it. 
Ridolfi, d'he ass\s skin is hiing^ ? 

Dolfo, Aye, wi’ the ears : 

But, (Jnaf-fe ! they will not wag. 

Cei, V I'ellows, I swear 

'Fhe I'rate has bewitched rhe place. 

Dolfo. Aye, that is so. 

Ridolfi. ’Cecco, I missed your pageant of the ass. 

Cei, Talk not to me, Ridolfi : I am sick * I am sick * 
f'ellow, the town’s a corpse. As well, I say 
Cry Oyez ! Oye/ ! to dead men in their graves 
As set these snivellers yelping to our tune. 
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Ala^zuivhi. Not?c followed your halloo ? 

Ceu ^ A score of Cioinpi, 

Some gutter fry, and cutthroats out of woik. 
Alazzhi^hi, ’k'hc rest ? 

CiV. Clove%) their docjrsteps, shrugged or scowled. 
'Theu turned to drone tlu’ii damned paternosters. 

I am sick ! I am sick * 'riu‘ town’s a corpse, 1 saV. 
Dolfo. Vah)ri has scared yon ral>hits to their holes. 
Ri'iloljL So where's thy chanc(‘ of ballot now, Ma//.inghi ? 
Dolfo, Ciuaf-fe • 1 woultl h.we sworn the wind blew south. 
ALizzin^ht, I 'roni ^lome ? And so it did. 

Rnlolfi. d‘his morning. 

\ es. 

Ridolfi, Now not a breath ! A dtMd and damned calm • 
What’s to be done, eh, l)‘>lto '( 

Ihifo. I say, Halt’ 

And let their pudding stc‘w. » 

.Ridnifu () sapient Spin! * 

idi, l>ah * it will stew till Doomsday. 

Ruldfi, 1>\ St Anna, 

bellows, we are fooled * "rh(‘ wtjild against one 

sha\ (ding, 

And yet we dare* not fell him to the ('arth, 

L(ij)j nsui'd jr^AH hthiful ti pdliii\ ^irhn t lu‘ h/id birri 
il'jsc blit unui'n. 

L,ifio. Signors, a citi/am (d Rome, I greet you • 

I rise from my devotions aiui beh )ld 
I'our illusi ri^simi : birth, sword and song. 

And law—each at its ajK^x. I hippy I'lorence ! 
Immedicable Rome. 

Riddfi, Immedicable } 

^ i.yh), signor? What vlisease has Rome? 

Lafr^. d'he itch. 

Dolfo, 'I'hen let the city scratch itself. 
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Lapo, Ser Dolfo, 

The itch is named the Frate, 

Ridoljl. We have it too ; 

Worse, signor, worse ! 

Lapo, What! you ?—Yo’ chave the cure, 

Dolfo, Gnaf-fe ! I would we knew it. 

Lapo. Ah ! You do not ? 

You fear this monk ? Daggers are his, and dungeons, 
And courts to doom his foes ? 

Afazzi/jghl. Well, no. 

Lapo. u What tlien ? 

Ma’z.zin^hi, Signor, perceive : we fear the town, not him.-* 
d'luee parts of it are his ; he nods our laws 
'To twenty thousand knees upon this door. 

Lapo, So ! lie is doubtless Jove, or CVsar. Yet 

Some wise man progged an ass along your streets, 
And cried, “The I'ratc* !” 

AI yLook'ui^ lonk'itrd (/rv j A kite to catch the wind : 

No breeze ; they shrug and say, “ lie prophesies.'’ 
Lapo, And did not Balaam’s ass ? And still methinks 
/ ’l^'was hut an ass : obstinate, and a brayer . . . 

"I'hey say your ass was stripped. 

Doljo. We Hayed him. 

Lapo, And then t 


Lbbene ! Death soon followed ? 

Dolfo, 'That is wrong : 

We slew him first. 

Lapo, Nay, but you were not wise. 

Dolfo, Ha’ pity on your beast! 

Lapo, With due obeisance,— 

Should we not say. Have pity on your h'iorence. 
That cannot ride its ass, but must forsooth 
Be ridden by it ? 

Dolfo, That is true. 
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Lapc. ^ And why 

lietatise it will not strip him. 

IhitluH*, Sipjior r 

Lapo. Unmask. JottH'f. oxposo. Where* lies his p(>w<’r? 
In ripjueousness I voicx* tlu* heart of hloiamce 
When 1 protest \vt* nil love liL^hteoiisness, % 

Rut trade is hetter.—Wliere, then ? As \(m say, 
‘They cry, “ 1 le prophesies ! ’’ Ami so they iear him. 
But, Sirs, I am a philosopher: I would try 
I'his prophet as your alt hemist a nu'tal. 

You do not compreheml r Can any of )ou 
Propose a vjuirk it) rid us of a quack ? 

Ridol/i, Not I. 

Dolfo. Nor I. 

Ridolfi. 'i'hou, 'Cecco. 

CW. 1 am sick • I am s'u k * 

Lapo. What wap^er that I shall not do this tliitip, ^ • 

‘Dolfo. liy Bacco, I will wape five humlit'd dnc ais : 

That will I pay to prie k thi> ass’s iiidt*. 

Lapo. Done, Messer Dolfo. Sim, you witness this? 

AIL Aye, aye ! 

Lapc. Now shall I show )oii ? 

Dofo. Aye, wr* hearken. 

Lapj. Sigtiors, four (.enturi(‘s apo and more. 

In the year of our Lonl ten hundred and .^ixty-three, 
Your great Piaz/a saw a marv(‘lh>us siglit : 

An Earthly Purgatory,- - fagp^ots pil(*d, 

Two darning alleys, and atlown their midst 
Two champions vowed to walk and j>iove their 
cause : 

That, Signor, of the Prate against the Pope. 

God would protect the right (an ancient error), 
And singe no Heece upon the good maids cloak. 
Signors, the precedent is on your Book 
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()1 SuitiUrs to this ihiy. It is the law,— . 

’I'he apj'>licablo law. 

Aha! 

D lj'f,. l’>y liacco ' 

Ca. 'I'hc 1'iial h) I'irc ! So ho ' The 'i rial by h'ire ! 

I’ll sin;; a roiulei on the 'I'lial b) Fire! 

L,!/>',. II', then, he shnn the test, the ass is strippeJ, 

Or if he ilares it, he is burnt to death. 

D'lf',. I la I iia • We’ll twig the iit)’s ears w’i' that; 

Yell down the street " U e’ll ha' the 'I'rial by l''ire.” 
L.ijK. Soli, tliend' I'he Mapjstrates, the laght, are still 
'I'wirled on the I'late’s thumb. 'Fhey soon retire ? 


M., 

—uiyh. 

Ere Eeni. 




/„//. 


You seek 

election 



;)/„ 

..-■iii'hi. 



We arc‘ 

named. 


Wiiat 

t haiK e : 




L.ip 

I /. 

'The best. Rome 

plies her 

cMip/mes, 

Signor. 


lb •ncotorth, no iT>ni|)U)iniso. l irst- -intcrciut; 
roifs vlostnl, lr:ul(‘ stoppinl b) the IciU^iie,—you 


(.’< nnpi elu'iu! r c ? 

'i'he AM^uineiit lul \entrem. Next, ;ul iatuas, 

'l\> wil ihe |Vu)iis, —T-xcoiuniun'Kation ; 

\Ve siai\(‘ the men, we .seiul thi' w'ives to hell ; 
(iroiuulhail for Ileie^ your ballot-try,— 

Savt‘ tiale-, pl<M'>e Rt)me ; cheap breLui ami easy 
sin in." 

'i'he mob is ai \\)ur beck; the w’aml oi Justice 
Desienth upoit you: >ou are the Inght elect. 

You ct)mprehenJ me, Signors? 

D-Jfo. That is well. 

ALrz-zuii^'hi, 'I'hen shall the Eight propose the 'I'rial by 
I ire ? 

J.apo, Nav, by your leave, that w'cre a bungler’s shift. 
As hulies angle w'ith a covert hook, 
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Bashful aiii! nioJest, so youi jiulm' affects 
air impartial. Sirs, this trial proceeds 
By challenge,—lift- for life; tl'i.it is the form. 

Doljf,. Noi I! The taste of steel I kiujw ; hut fire ^— 

I like It n. 11 

LtJpo. Ser Dolfo, you indeed 

Have other work. A!w.i\s w(' ride the Passions.* 
An all too Christian lo\(\ \c f7Ti\ lia\c nolcil, 
Circ\friats to Hlacktriars bear. . . . 

• Will ’i rmi to (liat r 

Lijpo. On ct'rtain ^varrantics : safety to rliem,-- 

I'u your iJlackfriars -tio. . . . 'TIh'sc l)c details. 
Addio' 

Wc meet anain. 

*. 1 

y/’f \ /' VC. A'.\// Ltifw. 

Alazzinj^hi, Bene * "I'lic d iial l'»y I' irc. 

D'Jf'y, Aye, that is innul. 

C/7. I wisli it wer(‘ not lire. 

Pity your boast, sw(‘et Dolfo. 

Wh^it Art squeauiish 
CV/. Bianca will not like it : no, she will not. 

^ or “ fir(‘ ’ is a i^ootl rhyme, a \’ery L»(jotl rhwnc* 
W^atcT’': that is not i»o(Ki ; I could not mak(‘ 

A voise to rhyme with “ water."’ 

Mazziriii^hi, Didst note tliat word? 

“ Riding the passions ?” 
i^olfo. So ^ • 

AL/zz///j:/v. And tlTrfit about 

I^hilosophy ? 

/h^o. Aye, aye ! 

Ridolfi, A cunning knave. 

A1fighi, \To i >/] Dost thou forget I^'errara \ 

^ How forget it 

The song; the danc(‘; ’Nozza, the great white lotus ! 
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Mazztnghu True, and the Pazzi’s friend, your Lapo. 
Dolfo, [Startled] What? 

Miizzinghi. We thought him dead. ’Tis ho. 

Dolfo. Giiaf-fe • (inaf-fe • 

Miizzmghi. Signors, walk warily. That' man sold his 
friends. 

Dolfo. I do not like a man that sells his friends. 
Mazzinghi. 'I he bland, the guileless face. Changed 
certes: b(‘ard 

And tan and wrinkles \ aiso a leer has crept 
Into the innocent e}es. ' 

Dolfo. It is the same ! 

Cct. And yet he loved a song. I mind him well: 

I'ree of his gold,—a supple gleesome hound. 
Mazzinghi. Idle dog would dine upon his master’s bones. 
Ce'i. but share them with his cronies,—aye, he would • 
Aluzzifighi. For this deed he may earn his wage. 

Dolfj. And shall. 



AC'l' IV 


Scene.— hloreUiC: the Pj^izZii delLi my/j through 

the {or P^-rth y) dri LanzL On the ri^ht 

hand the Pa/azzo PuJ^s'^ 'irith the l\nr^hier,n In fr^^nt 
thrte nipaei'Ais ov '.tleti r dra^ (,r platp.rnis riusei! five 
feet frail tht y^routid and dr<iped ncith arr*n. On the left 
hand a larj>^e pile ./ fn;z^i>'J( *noih a iUpde-sm f pent tig, 
I hi foreground i\ at fir^t vaiatit, Ihe p'pidaie are seen 
in the rear ai’onnd atul ht\ond the pdi : tuid iht hahotiy (f 
a hoUu' in iht Pnizz,i n thr'aiged, Odp. Sp/ni ninth 
tneti-at’-iirnu ketp\ Ihuk the p^puLiee fr^an the tpen space, 

% 

Plaices, [In the ironvd] AllVctta, Prate ^ Alfrclta * 
Avv:in'/ati • 

A Citizen, Ah though good folk rryjst let their trade go 
hhift, 

Jammed, all a swelter, on a rainy day, 

Ag(;g tor skulking priests ^ 

2nd Citizen, ^^"Phe Trial by Pir(‘” 

ddiey call it ? Plieugh * ’tis us that’s tried by water. 

^rd Citizen. And well ye are served, that make of (iod 
liimself ♦ 

A Caterer for your lust of shows a«d shambles. 

2nd Cit. And do not ye, good Master Puca io, eh ? 

'^rd Cit. Not I, i’ faith * 

:nd Cit. Why here then, Master Puccio ? 

AflVctta, ['rate ! AfiVetta • Avvan/ati! 

^ Severn/ H'orlrnen issue from the Loggia hearing 
wood. J he tronvd wait hes them in sileme. 

«s 
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lit Workman, [Examining the *iuood\ 

Wot all atop, but those be dry inside. 

Znd Workman. Like us now, be it not ? 

1st Workman. And no mistake. 

2nd Workman. They say, if he come out c)’ this alive, 
Tho next to go inside’ll be the Pope, 

The\ replace the damp nvood nuith dry. 
Womans k^oice. [Hhrilly in the patise] 

Sidrach’s the bloss(*d I''rate ; INlisac'h—Domenico; 
Silvestro’s Alnlinag(». 'fhen you’ll see 
Messer I.oial (iod 1 [imsvdt among tho (lames 
Kissing ih<‘ blessed Prate on the cheek. 

Oh what a grace we live to see this day ! 

Exeunt Workfnen nvitlj the damp nvood. 
Voices. AflVetta I'rate * AfiVetta ! Avvair/ati • 

Cei. \Speid'ing jrom a hahony^ Silence, yc* citizens ( Have 
patienc(\ 

One oj' the cro^wd. Tut ' 

Patience may sit on stomachs full of wine. 

Mine’s empty. Curse the shavelings • I’ve been 
here 

Since morning. 

(a'i. Man, be thankful ft)r thy mercies. 

Thou canst not smell roast I'rate every day. 

ll:e IVorkmen return nvitl? more tcooiL The 
murmur of the Lroird y^ronvs siLnt again. 
Woman. [67’;*///y| And there i’ the dark they saw the 
blessed Prate 

Transfigured like our Saviour on the Mount ; 

And oti his shoulder sat a holy Dove, 

I^ike Mary’s star upon the crimson dawn ; 

And all his feathers were of gold and silver ; 

And in the blessed Prate’s ears he sang : 

And that is how he knows the things to be. 
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7nd Plu'iig'; ' I’m all sweat ami ilreneh ' 

1st (:,/ , MiiaJes’ Piah' 

rii sir in ( iiiin'h ami see Saint I ,iwri'ii(’( 

Th eie’s SiiriiDielliV piame shows von that. 

“ Fmdone this .siJo," sa\ s he. 11a' h.i' lie liked it. 
ILmlCit. VV e’i'e lone on hoth side-; tliraredol onr show. 
Ami a fjooki ilti\'s rr.klini; • 

I'Oi sh:iiiic * 

A sc'coml I)anic‘l in onr mitlsi 

And that is all \f pr:^fc of * 'Thank thn Lord 

1 he p('bhl('sj c'haTtcr docs nol titiii (In' tide. 

2nd Lit, If tir(‘ kill Tratc, ilind< \r Mastri Ihuiio^ 
ddu'n will it turn 

yul (.it. • Your *^if', " wsnild ianph .11 (iod. 

2nd (lit. I low, i\Iast<’r Piiccio 

yd Cit. L ( h kI t hen such a > ye, 

Lt)niM‘r in the ton^jiu* tlian tin* aiin.'^ 

(rew • 

(jape' on an ‘'if 1 tell ihc<‘ iheo* he tliose, 

I en thousand of us in this pku e to-ilak, 
d'hat hrabhlc not, hut kimw.* 

1st (lit. Know what ^ Th, Me'sscr''' 

yd (.it. 1 h(‘ hrt'ath of (ioil tlnit sw<'pt us in tin* Duoino 
Shall from this Tiaz/a blow (In' llann*. we iijdif, 

So that thc\ touch no Iiiijut of the Tiat^', 
lint burn the* 15or{.^ia out of PeterT ( hair 
Aliiny (litvztns j lijth uLiliuvpi .u\l\\ Wbjl saiiM Wh'Il said* 
1st (n/. What now ? Il(‘r'*\ atinc tln iin 

y/r //v IV'.rkmrn rt^lirrnL^iin, AUnti^ 

I.iipo, ,ind (In f/'yjut/rnrt /'Vt 1 c// // c /\ nicjit r //, I 
(ind I'/d silt'ntlv '.n the > yen'il /s; ,« in.nitnt. 
LnpCs. 'Ihitl.cjoregroujid: />/7/(;7v/v: "Too near, too rn ar * 
Another four score yards. 

f U Cif*. [ ht the rctir] "I wo of the* eh Messer ^ 



88 


.SAVONAROLA 


2ml Cif. So they be. 

The Signors Pier Alberti, and Mazzinghi. 

The Trial begins ! 

Voices. Affretta, Prate ! Affretta ! 

Dolfo crosses the open space and accosts Alberti and 

A laz'zin^hi. 

Ddjo. Gnaf-fe ! What now ? The pot\s aboil this four 
hours. 

Where is thy diampion ^ 

Enttr Secretary, 

Scireiary. h'ouiKi, niy lords, found at last. 

Alazziny^/'i, Wliere ^ 

Secretary. In the cellars, crouching ’neath a 

ho'>sliead ; 

So scarc'd, niy lord, he looked from cask to cask 
As, an he mieju, he would have gone inside. 

(lei. The strait and narrow path to heaven, pardee : 

You crawl in through the bunghole. 

Alberti. Is he at hand ? 

Secretary. Dragged ii. the convent cart, my lord, so 
far. 

Alazz/ns^hi, IJy the Mass then bring him Ibrth. Dost 
think yon crowd 
A flight ol summer (lies ? 

Secretary. Six men might drag him. 

Being esteemed a judge of art, my lord, 

I tear that crowning touch would mar our canvas. 
Ltip'j. Bene, it is tio matter. 

Alberti. No matter, Signor 

Is not the champion pivot of this trial? 

We must respect the law. And, sirs, moreover. 

It was his taunts that brought the Blackfriars 
here. 
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Lapo, Nay, par^^Mi ! [pointinfr across the PiaZTUj] 

• . Yon groy bird on the "rorrione— 

Is it s dove or pigeon ? 

Alberti. I cannot tell. 

Lapo. Nor yonder crowd one greyfriar from another. 
Alberti. Not at this distance' ? 

f^apo. 'riie'y are too near—1 own'it. 

Your pardon, Signors. | to the •S/creZ/irv] 

Dues the palace hold 
Gunpowder ? ^ 

Secretary. ^Yes. 

Lapo. And pitch ? 

Secretary. It can b(' had. 

Lapo. And oil; and resin ? 

Secretary. Doubtless. 

Lapo \turiling to AIaz‘zirtp;hi\ 1 shall need 

Some ten score ducats. 

Alazzin^i^hi. 'riion art a hungry wisdom. 

l.apo. Nay, by your leave; for mobs are swayed with 
catchwords : 

Catchwords are seed, and histbry is the harvest. , 
Hut sowers must lx* paid,—luy function, "riius : 
Voices among the crowd shall raise a cry : 

“ ‘The I'rate counts on charmed frocks, wet 

wood, 

Winds, witchcraft.’’ But the Greyfriars? They 
are fearless : [iMup^bter a^nofifr the hystauders^ 

Nay, that the flames may fiercelier burn, they 
ask 

Gunpowder ! Oil ! [(lontinued laughter^ 

Stout Greyfriars ! Dastard f'rate ! . . 
Next, roll the barrels out : the crowd take fright; 
And in the stampede, sirs, we gain our distance. 
Thl'n, Capitano, hedge our ring with spears; — 
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No nooci to drag I'ra Rondinclli fot.h : 

Now any pigoon scr\(vs to face your inyw ; 

“ Hchold/^ tlu‘y’11 cry, Tlu' lo*ave man for the 
Trial/’ 

You comprehoful mo, Signor.s ? 

Do/fo, That is woll. 

Lupo. Caw (TOWS,—c'oo pigoons ^ NoiU‘ shall hoar thoir 
j>abhl(‘. 

All’s diimbshow to tho orowd - this onlv ^ loar : 
*]'horo is dohiy •, tho I'ra^* shirks tho pt)wd(‘r: 

AVhat proof more* sure* P \\ r o)ii tho ^ asks away * 
Dolfo. ()ho« 

Ceu Aha • 

Aluzzinirhi, Yos,--roll tho (M^ks a\va\. 

Ldpo. 11(‘ fools, ho (boats ns, honost (iti/('ns • 

I loir s looso. Now C'apitajio, p/i\(‘ tho word : 
Withdraw your j^uard : tlu' dhial by h'iro is 

* (l()S(‘d, - ' " 

Suddonly, Signors, at a sign arraninui. 

Tho mob will do tlu" rost. Yon (ompredtond mo? 
An (Mid to tlu‘ I'r.ito, and no murd(‘r d«)no: 

MoroK sonu' casks ro!l(‘d to and from tho [/ilo. 
jithrrti. Ilusli* . . . Mossoi Cini. 

Mazzinohi [duJt' /.' I.dp ] Ono of tho Light; knows 
nothing ; 

Opposes on tho Council . . . Como: this way. 

(lini dppr'‘,n/:<'( iind iMtizzinghiy 

l,iip , (It! and D'JIj rt/n’i' in C'^nipiiny. 

Cirn. Mossor Alborti, what is this 1 hoar ? 

Alberti. Nothing but what,as ono of tho Light, you know. 
Cin'u I’ho braggart I'riar who oggod us to this crimo, 

Lra Rondinolli, skulks. "I'hon, dose tho 'Trial. 
Alberti. Nay, how, my friend ? 

dm. Ask not the how,” but do it. 
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For 'h'us mail saved the lity. 

Alhrrt.? • (iraiir it, Sijjnor. 

IJiU 1..' c'oiiseiif.s. lie claims a [’'r(i|'>het's [lowei. 

We pir th(‘ t Liim !() trial. What more' jii.st P 
Gtiii, A harhari'i!^ tiial a hhu k» a hrii^aiul's juslifi*. 
Albertu l^'riciul, ha^t thou s«-cn a rahhh* haiilktal ol sport P 
ilini. Ay(‘, aiui a thoic.a'ul \V()iihl not make me play 
1 iu‘ J ihlas lo a Salm. 

Alberti. Saint if M/H will: 

W(‘ imist hr livl of Ih^n : Rom«‘ asks ir, Cini. 

Wc ha\(' he^ii iiihsl loo loii<r [)v IkifcrnosliTs. 

Now look \«'U \\ h(*r(‘ it hsn n.: Ihsa lu.r ; 

Rome, \ cnii c, Na|>h*'., (icrman\, Spain aiul Milan 
In lea!\ue a;; lima n . ; (ommeua* in thalinc; 

'Fhe Mt\ iiitcialirusk rriemi, 1 s:iv, 

With the Miiall ke\ of the. marr . life w(‘ o|H'n 
oiir arim, tlu* jpite-s of Ihsa aiul I ep.horn, 

To our jiaej^iiii; IraJe the ports of half the world, 
And II iM\eii to every d\iii;’ i‘ili/en 
Sped hy the lN;pe\ writ to the eternal fire, 
licttei it is to doom otie j>ui!th s . man 
I han to emhtoil a t it v. 

(liiii. Mvin, thou lit‘st : 

Justiie IS more than th<)U ot I or I loreiK^e. 

I hv dastard s hi‘ttm*ment would maki‘ thi> town— 
ddVi s I UMan Ikiradise of em hantcal towers - 
Kennel a rui e of (oystrils. Wh^m to this 
A Utition falls, her frerdorn is for<^doomed, 

Dead at the \erv core, whose* nerve and pulse 
Was justice*, fc-rvid, passionat<*, inten se. 

Pause not lo rivet gyves on such a ra( e :* 

Its blood, its brain, the milk within its breast. 
Begets, in thought and lieed, slaves, harlots, despots. 
Alberti, art thou stubborn ^ 
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Alberti. The city’s good 

Demands it, Signcjr. 

Citii. Then, go tell the Eight 

That Cini sits not at the shameful board 
With six Iscariots and a Pontius Pilate* 

Messer, enough * I have done with thee ! farewell • 

Kxit. liiiter St't’rt tiiry. Alaz'zinghi iind fjllo*iu. 
Secreitirw My lord, your fellow Magistrates await you. 

Our plans are laiu ; the pageant may begin. 
Y(ni will I’)reside ? 

Alberti. \in('rhii!imiil\\ 'I'he city’s good demands it. , . . 
Yes, )os—the city’s good. 

Carp, quibble, browbeat— 
Dance to the tune that Mariano pipes. 

Meanwhile-—the powd(*r —oil. — You understand. 
All is arranged. 

Alberti. \Mnl(lenly \ 1 will have none of it 
It irks my soul. This is a just man. 

Muzxifiij^hi. , Prithee ? 

Alberti, d'he plot is yours : speak, Messer, you ; for me, 
1 wash my hands of it; ! hold aloof. 

AliizziwA.H. What, you, our chief ? 

Alberti. Ebbene ; I will sit : 

Session is not assent. This deed is yours. 

Lapo \steps foriViird brislly iiml (uldresses the ero*ivd\. 

People of I'lorence, my fellow citizens, 

The trial will now begin. I pray your reverence, 
As before 1 leaven whose fiat we invoke : 

Also pay heed to your own safety. Sirs, 

Conning the mighty issues of this trial, 

And how a specious victory may be won 

a breeze that parts the flames, a sudden shower, 
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Or^tLiilure of tl\c* fn.se —I'r.i RoiuiiiK’lli, 
'rhe^f'Mrlcss champion ol oiir lloly Pope, 

Asks tliat for cortiriklc the piK‘ .shoiihl b(‘ar 
Gunpowder, oil, pitch, re in- 

J murmur 7 uLirfn thr Lroivd 

I lave n<> fear , 

* • 

As yet, my friends, the powder is not phnt'd. , . . 
W hctliei tlie hrafe, wi\om ma) il(M\en protect. 
Will hr a\e the harsh(M* test, that, sirs, 1 know in)t. 
Goiis that can save** from fir(‘, can savt‘ from 
powdei : • 

Bur Ii(', pcThaps, sets store hy other aids. 

Messers, we soon shall s(*e. I lu' trial hepjns. 

A fierce hurst of the flames, a sudden i rash, - 
The ton<;ue, the doom of lIcMvefi : (iovTs voice 
has sp(;ken ^ 

Dues (iod t oiuh'mn the P»)[)(‘ p He saves th<' m^nk 
Behold, our I'rate on tiu* Lop,i;ia steps 
Uiisinp^etl, tifismoked, holdinn^ tfu* cross .ihift* 

He is a prophet • hollow liim to tlu* ihaith. 

But if he .diritik, (»vade, or dare and ilie, 

It is a charlatan ^ Have done* with him * 

Back to \oiir trade, and to th.e Church’s bosom . . . 
Make way * See, tediow liti/a iis, th(‘ p<3wdcr • 

buur l\irrtL\ arc r'Altd ///, Uhirki d .sn^rridi'^ “ Pitch 

Oiiy “ Pcsifiy “ (iuupo'ivdcrP I he 
cr'/wd retires •with preapitatihUy leuvmy^ a 
large ilear span r'Anid M'c pile^ 'which ts 
immediately ociupud by Dolfo s men-^iU-arms. 
Mazzmghiy as Lapo retires^ hands him a bag 
oj money. 

Lapo. [joining Cei] Come, Messer Cei, hast thou thy lute 
iii tune ? 

Cn, And thou ? Hast thou thy wallet filled I 
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Lapo, With gold 

Enough to make the city sing. 

CW. Then come. 

Hxeunl. in the ^onvns of offict\ the Ei^ht Alagutrates 

\^()tto ill (sUitnUii r Ii(ilid\ ivifh their Secretary and a 
Heraldy (dni hcin^ absent. They aM'end the lary^e rostrum, 
Alberti fakes the head place, Ne,\t to him sits AlazAn^hi, 
Around this rostrum are pLued a i^^uard of nien-at-arms. 
Enter y thereafter ^ hr it At an it no iind t*ivo other grey- 
friars, tic umi ndi one of the smaller rostra. 

Loud Chanting from nnthout 

iLxsurgat D<‘iis, or dissipentur inimici Eius, 

Et tugiant qiii oderunt luim a facie Eius; 
iSicut deficit tumus delitiant, 

Sicut fluit Cera a hicie ignis,— 

Sic pereani p(*ccatures a f acie Dei * 

Enter lastly^ in procession y hr it Domeniio in a cope of red 
velvety bearing a great cross : by his side Savonarola 
carrying the Host: iind Era Silvestro, folloivcd by 
numerous other Blackjriaiw. The three first enter the 
second small rostrum opposite hr a Alariatio, The other 
Blackfriars stand grouped at a respectful distance; one 
at the forefront, of youthful appearance y betrays under the 
guise of a young Alonk the features of Laodamia, 

Secretary, \Readi,,g in official iones\ 

Whereas the reverend Prior of St Mark’s, 

Fra Jerome, hath maintained seven several theses 
Touching our holy church; and rhercanent 
Fra Rondinelli, a Minim Friar, affirms 
That these said theses err and promulgate, 

To the offence and scandal of all simple souls. 
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A Ijiorc'tic (aU 'i* agaiii.st our Ilol^ rojn* ; 

VVhorc\',, wirhal, Tra Roiuliiu'lli hath, 

RiirMiaiir to .iiu lent statutes of this state, 
Challeiij;(‘tl t^ a trial h\ lire, and hoKlIy vowed 
With any champion of I'ra Jerome 
lo ent(‘r side’ by side* the* flatness; and lastly * 
Wln'ic'as I'ra Dominii , a Major I'liar, 

Doth dul\ ac(ept the* chaik*nj»e as afoiesaid : 

Now b\ our r(‘s(M‘etabje Lords and Maidstrates 
It is dta'reed tli(‘ ttial shall tak(* place, 

And II (*a\en shall witness whi^h «)1 these' be' true: 
And if the* said h'ra I)<»minie sh.dl burn, 

I'ra JeroUK' shall be batiished fnmi rJiis Slate', 

Ami to the sentence of the' Loi'te dc‘li\ered. 

And ma\ the Lord have ith'r y on his scml. 

I/< ru/ii, I /•A7e) ii hill U '^f hi * /; i,jnf>i / j 
Deuninic, at t tluni here' r 
'hr,I /;;/< .. 1 am. 

Ilt'r,dii, Coim* forth : 

lbe|\ire to stand within the flamin'* pile'. 
hri D^.nh n:, i\\e, b\ tin- mete.) of our blessed Savioifr, 
I iim pieixited. Mv bod\ lo tlie flame's 
I do ; iiut tl(ml)tiiu^ tli;it my I.ord 

Will save- me as in holy DanieTs lime 
Sidraeh was saved; that lust and fraud and lies 
May perish from llis Church, and God Himself 
In our dear brejther Jerome’s words and works 
Be untej all the woild made manifes^i. 

Herald, Rondinelli, art thou here 

hra Alanano. He is. ^ 

Herald, Cejme forth : 

» Prepare to stand within the flaming pile. 
h'ra jMofi'iam. Magnificent Lords, my brother rests 
within, 
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Expcctaos Dominum, 

One oj the Eight leans cn^er ^vith his hand to his 
ears to catch the phrase. 

Waiting (iod, my lord,— 
Humble, convinced of his unworthincss, 

Not drunk ^vith vaunt and bluster like as these, 

Yet, like Empedocles on Etna’s brink, 

Fearless and- 

Suddenly Jlirtgs his arms out fiercely toward Fra 
Domenico. 

Ha ! Avaunt vSathana ! See ! 

A fraud ! A trick ! That red frock is bewitched * 
Let him be stripped, I say ! 

Fra Do7nenico. vSirs, it is false! 

Mazzifjghi. Your hesitance attaints you of the charge. 
Prithee comply. 

Fra. Mariano. Tut I in the name of justice 

I ask it. 

Savonarola, [to Domenico] Change it, brother, if they will. 

Beckons. Eaodamia disguised as a young Alonk 
comes forward eagerly. 

Laodamia. Father, for your sake, yes, I walk the flames. 

Savonarola. Alessandro, is it thou ? We ask your frock : 
Change it with brother Domenico. 

Laodamia. [ruefully] But, father— 

Savonarola. Enough! The flames shed lustre on your soul 
Go do the lesser service and content thee. 

Exit Fra Dotftenico with the young Mon! 
Savonarola and Silvestro kneel in prayer; it 
i lean to one another and discourse 

undertones y smiling at times. Meanwhile 
a balcony in the rear enters Cei masked i.s 
fiendy lute in handy clad in scarlet; with bor, 
mock hooveSy and a tail. 
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Cfi. nui/h a mysterious note of deprecation in 

Aha!'^] 

No\v Siitiin hath his jacket back ! 

Aha! Aha I 

In witches’ blood he dipj^ed the sack,— 

No burning that I P>iit now, alack, 

Papa ! Papa ! 

Cries b'rate “ Must we fry ? ” 

Saith Satan “So d<’ I/’ 

Aha ! Afia ! 

Fra Doi/^enieo reappears in the usual hi tick fnhk of 
his order, Laodaniia disguised as the \oung 
J\Ionk /f no^v (Lid in red. 

Mm nano. Aha I [ drosses himself. ] 

Max^dfighi. What now ? 

hra Mariano. Sacrilege waits on witchcraft. 

See, my lords, see ! They burn the blessed cryss ! 
Miizzinghi. Nay, certes, there you wrong them. 

[To Savonarola] That, good father, 

Goes not to yonder pile, as shall we say, 

Libidinous pictures, false hair, bangles, trinkets, • 
The like of which ye burnt two Lents ago,— 

All in one Bonfire on this same Pia/./a,-~ 

Your “Vanities” forsooth? 

Savonarola. Not so we bear it. 

But even as those who call on God, and say : 

'Fo us, O Lord, weak sinful men ts given 
This mighty charge, to save a worUI that sails 
Down on a weltering tide of I>ies and Rapine, 
Wherein all bounds of Right arc washed away: 

And now behold they have us by the throat, 

They thrust us rudely to the flames and cry : 

“ Show us a miracle, or else, pardee, 

Well may we know that pope and prince are wise : 

• G 
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'l'hcr(' is no good nor evil : teeth and talons,— 
'rhese he the only right: 'Truth, Jiistire, I.ove, 

Are old wive'.’ tables, coined belike by the weak 
"I'o save them from their rightful lords the strong ; 
And yet, ha ! ha ! if haply this yoiir God 
Sa\e ye from (ire, then will we do him honour.” 
'Thus do thev laugh, () Lord : whence now we 
cr> : - 

“vShiiu' in the (lauK's that wrap us round, () Cross • 
A bcLK'on lest the (ireat Ship of this World 
Should crash in darkness upon sunken rocks.” 

P'ra ALir/ii/io. Specious and hectic! Hear, () Lords, 
calm reason ! 

Did not great Pallas by her emblem save 
'The cit) Troy, though doomed by Helen’s rape ? 
lint when they snatcluai the embUmi, 'Troy was 
l)urnt. 

Lrgo, the (iods despite this Hytlra’s guilt 
AVill, for their emblem’s honour hold him safe. 

Item, he seeks to make the Cros^^ a [>eg 

'To hang his crimes on, out of reach of justice; 

lt(*m, if ye Magnilicents permit 

'This sacrileiu', ye try not these said theses, 

But (iod Himself; item, ye stand condemned 
Crimine Divinac' majestatis laesae. 

'y/ //’/’ lo^ht Irons p^rnviinl^ his huml against 
his rar to riiiih thr phrasw 

High trea.s»jn against the Gods, my lord . . Aha* 
Beware! Snatch, then, the Cross. Forbid thi‘ 
outrage * 

Mazzinghi, Signors, what say ye? This seems reason. 
The Eight, Aye, '^ye 

Mazzirighi, Usher, remove the cross. 

Savonarola, Consider, Lords : 
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Wc y’f'ld the same to the challengcT; 
lioth* bear Ills Cro.^s : let Christ tlu'i ju^lge 
between us. 

Miizzifr^hi, I'lie Council ha\<‘ dt‘i'iJ(‘tl. 

Sav: fuir'Jd. () ye jiul};c‘S, 

llav(* ye nor read In «.]uo iin!lca\eritis, 

Iudicabiinini/' A crucifix nu'ihinks 
I latl sen ved well in purn.atorial iiitx 
I /’/ /vn ^ 

Yield it (hem, brotheu': we abide their law^ : 

We are bid resist not evil, sa\e with i^oolI. 

7/v'v hiw iJ.Y iind then I'.nid it /Ac ll.drr. 

^/li (his III.mint the ku re! nunk<d “ O//’’ ts 
iii'^i't (i jr-.fii (h, pile iiih! I 'dlfd ,i‘tU(t\. j 1 r'ni7' 
;/ ihdieiiiih n L\ ht.irii t'j iirne troiii the lynvd. 
Mazzinp^hi, Mosl re\ereiid farher, se(': th(‘y grow 
imj>atienr ; • 

Me^et'ins ^«)U lu‘sirate, 

hni P',Nhii/i^,. Nt>, we are rtsuly, lords* 

An’t please \ou, bid I'la Rondinelli lorfh. 

Alberti. Sa), iMasfta* Se( ret*iry : but is the Prior 
Nainisl in tin* writ ? 

6Y>v/,//v. Not lor th(.‘ trial, in\ loul. 

Alberti. "I’heii, I'rattx keej) \our < ross. 

]I(izzifiidy. ilis prudence, Si^>nors, 

l:arns him the ri^»ht. y\ prophet Jc‘ss discreet 
I lad with his own flesh made the rash adventure. 

jMdrufU'j Liugl^u * I he liight smile, 
S.iv',ri(irA(i, i\a} but, m\ lords, 1 stand beside my l)rother ; 
Li'»ht ye the Hames around us both ; we fear not. 
"Idiough, when at first their taunts and challenge 
Hred 

Myidirother’s liasty zeal, 1 said, “Perchance 
Ye do not well in this. Shall man declare 
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God’s hours, and importune his arm ? Shall we, 
To whom our brother’s thoughts are dark; unveil 
'Fhe unfathomable wisdom of the Power 
Pavilioned in the stars?” liut now, O Lords, 

Now that ye have decreed this trial, surely 
God will not see Ilis cause discomfited. 

Yet could ye burn our bodies, scatter abroad 
Our embers, char this flesh and blood of Christ 

Holding up tl^e Host, 

Fra Mariam, Sacrilege • 

^avouiiroLi, [ilontinuiuy^] Consume tliis v'lsihlc world itself. 
Right still were Right,—the central thought of 
God, 

Idle perfect poise, the keystone of life’s arch, 

I'hc changeless fashion of the soul that lives. 

This burn thou canst not : lo, (iod’s awful shape 
'Takes of thy llames a raiment lor his wrath : 

"‘Clay, wouldst thou pash thy potter? Shards art 
thou ! 

I'he wine thy life is poured upon the ground • ” 

Us he renews with rivers of his love ; 

Nor is our witness in the burning bush, 

But, in your hearts and ours, the still small Voice. 
Tht' barrel uhirled is here rolled aiva*^^ 

and iinother and Luder roar rises up from the 
eroded, 

Mazzitt^hi, fdoviuence, father, certes ; show them proofs : 
'They clamour. 

Fra Donienieo. Yes, O Signors, we are ready. 

Mazzinghj, Iddume ^ There’s the pile. 'This side 
you enter. 

Fra Dentenho, An’t please you, 1 say, call brother 
Rondinelli. 

Mazz'ti^hi, He is detained. 
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liav'jfta) oLi. His t'hallcn^»(‘ hroni^ht ns here: 

lie*was to oiitor with ns. 

77v' irt il ULU kid “ Piti / I r Hrd .vhi oruf 
»rrr ,i i^rr.j/ i/’ /// r:st f ///> // 'Ni //v 

Yt>n !u*ar tin* irowJ : 

H(‘rwccii iw(; hies, which eio vou c lu)()st\^ Bc^tl^ink 

you, 

I.ook to \our ^atc*l\. As a Irii nJ 1 loiinscl -- 
Sirr flar'd,i. | I'. I’r,i P rntn:, ] 1 mii< h nhsd()nlu nu‘, hrollua', 
lltTc* is (0[ispirac\. , , . \ v h>nis <>i I lomu r. 

Arc sc as ^Tuiu'stcr'' on the htnn h of jnstii r 
I'hat toss \fMir iir)\ honour aiitl jour souls r . . . 
The id'.^vd. Allrctta ! Affnnta ’ 

Mawzdtr^J.'t, Haik, the* storm is risin|; * 

Our power is ^rcat in I l<ncn< i\ rc'vrrcml f.ithcr : 
We cannot curh th^* ti-mjn'st. 

Sai' f/ar'dii, 'I'his is rank • ^ 

Where is the challtmjMu ? 

Comt‘ • prithc'c, pritii(‘e * 

I wouhl not stickh- nou. 'riu*s(‘ manv \ears 
llave \ t‘ not prophesies!, mul t(>J the < rowd 
On miracles aiul portents ? Now bethink \c. 

I'he stuff'\’e ga\e vvas sorm‘what full of wind : 

I'hej arc iil-nourished, ilamoious, hnnorv, cold: 
I'heir stcjmaehs e rj formoKs (d\e ir t hem, prit hec. 
Or c[uir us of flu* c onse»juen( (*. 

Sav'a/fir'/iiy Py/fiei/ii o, tuid tiihrt^/ro tralc tr, 
iifincer, hui ktieil ifi jai>\er. I he tnunnur 
of the ir'.*ivd ts siiddetih i heiled h\ a t lap of 
thufuhr,, 'ivherciit the Monks h/k upas if in 
appeal t'‘, Huraen^ and tht l\i^ht Jeo'iu Si^ns oj 
alarm. At thi^ moment^ Tt up h\ a suddenyjeam 
it! the dirl'fiesj of the thunder thud,, (leds Jiyure 
appears ^ly<atl tti duihda di (yur ff upon the b<ilcon \. 
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Cri, I 

Didst hoar the thinulor rack and crack r‘ 

Aha • Aha * 

Old iSatan rolled upon his hack; 

Ho ('iirs(‘d til! all tho skv t;ro\v black. 

Papa! Papa«'’ 

Cries 1'rate, “ Roll awav 
"rh(‘ powder now, I prav : 

'riiori'M! he no trial t{)-da\ 

1 la-ha > 1 la-ha' 

Rmht \ '.til 7 //’f A//. n\ l.t/dlw A 

fi'yiM />' jr ft! l/'i ,r’'UiI 'luit/'.iil, 

^vhiih >A\e/v ilunuy^ (ht j'JlAviTi^ 

{h<tl-/^ii(' nitf ./ ; 

h'ra Mtiruif},, What now? 'Thi'y hum th(‘ blessed 
Host' 

li/jtt'r I't'.i litneJrlt' 

liencdctlf,. \ i'‘ tS777./, jytfitnv^ f.\rt/ti}ly f'. A'r lj\l !\irrel 
tthU'L'id “ (iunp-nvdi'r ' }} 7/> n'nt!s r ILd | 

I A)o\\ ' l.nok ' . . 

'The I rowd is cv\in<» we shun rlu* trial. 

Sdvothir d,i. \Ild//' j})i,r:.nniu!\ We 

lirfu'drt/o. 'Take ndiii^o' I* ly ' I'he} sav ue tear tho 
harrtds. 

Laodtimui. \ I h \rd\ I walk the* llainos. See' 1 di\ert 
them : )l\ ' ' 

S>i^^ofi(irrlii, W’haf? Are we actors niumming to the 
crowd : 

(iod^s eve is on us. Wo abide their laws: 

He only- 

The L^^rdsj nvh'"> appi'iir t'. I:,ive bceti 

rep!\iny^ t\irnejtl\ /v the protests 7 Alberti, 
Midihnl) rise. 
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NiccQlifii, A wounded friar. 

Ladrone. What colour is his frock ? 

Niccolini. Wait not to ask : 

Wing thee with pity, and fetch a cloth and litter : 
His life hangs on thy speed. 

L(idrofu\ lilackfriar ? Oho ! 

By Hell, I’ll draw his leather for his hose. 

NiccolinL Back thief ! It is a boy—thy brother : have 
mercy ! 

Ladront\ Bn;iher me no damned shaveling brothers, 
priest ! 

Box rot me if the dead guts of a hlackfriar 
'To-night aren’t worth a ducat, shrift to boot : 
thee * Til end him. 

Niccolini. Through my body then. 

LndrGfic. Hell blast thee for a cursed Heretic. 

NiiYolini, It is a Strozzi ; his life is worth a ransom. 
Ladronr. Basta! 'Thou speakest Tuscan. Come! go 
halves. 

NuroliriL Haste thee, and take the whole. 

I,a lront\ By God, I will. 

Kxit. Vdamoiir luithout. Knter Ridol/i arid hts 
khismin^ dragging Valor i hy the neck. 
Nil colltii retires behind the curtain beneath 
the rostrum. 

Valor!. Loose me, ye bandits. 

Ridotfi. Know ye not Ridolfi ? 

"1\> the lamplight, dog, and look into my face ! 
There is a smart upon it j dost remember ? 

Blood from thy heart is medicine to that. 

Take'this, old hound I 

^tabs him in the heart. He falls dead. Silence 
for a moment. Niccolini reissues from behind 
the curtain. 
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N'icloIhu. God ! It is good Valori. 

A itjwcr I'as fallen there ! 

Cries fron ^without. Niaolifii ivithilruivs ttiio the 
recess. 

Voices. To Saint Mark’s ! I'o Saint Mark’s ! 

Enter another party of Citizcfis^ nvith iortheSy pitkaxeSy 
and ladder One stundde^i on the deiid body oj Vtilori. 

\st Citizen. Sacks in the r{;ad : fiends spite them ! 

2nd Citizen. ’Tis a nnui. 

3 / 7 / Cit. T^p, biirtch * 

s\th Cit. 1 le’s ilead. 

RubJfi. \Lea{\^ on a log of the pile tind tiddresses the ero*wd\ 

speed you, citizens. 

I low goes the siege ? 'The ITati still are fighting 
What have ye there ? Hah ^ Spare your picks 
and ladders. ^ 

'The convent walls are tough, hut powder cracks 
them : 

See ! 'I'here’s an eartlujuake sleeps in yonder cask. 
Points to the barril of ponvder rolled to the stcjfs of 
the Palazzo. 

Cits. Heave ho ! We’il blow the brate into hell ! 

They roll the barrel, 

Rtdolji. Messers, what’s here 'I A lopped-off* branch,-- 
a limb, Kuki^ig the body oJ Valori, 

h'(jrsooth the brate’s right arm ! Men of h'l(-)rencc, 
This was X'^alori, a pious stubborn man, 

Chief of your State, a thousand years ago,— 

I,ast Candlemas to wit, 

Cits. bvviva ! l^vvivu*! 

R^deiji. In the reign of Jerome, juggler of renown. 

Cttw I^)wn with the I'rate ! Evviva Ser Ridolfi! 

Ridolfi. Give him his due, he served the snivellers well; 
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And, Messers, as I think, he yet wiii serve them. 

doivn and lifts the de,al bodw 
Come help me, friciuis : the corpse would make a 
speech. 

Loud lau^htt'r from ihv cro^inL The hods is dra^^i'd 
npy and propprd ai^ainsf the piles, 

A man ot weijjjht, forsooth ! Speak, iSif^nor, 
speak• 

Harangue th<‘ crowd, protest, declaim, denounce: 

Sivame of your sins, ye naughty citi/ens, 

Your wine, your laughing women • Mirth is crime. 
Marry the Pope; that is the godly sport. 

’'Pis true we brought the world about \our ears. 
And snivelled half }our trade* away ; what matter ^ 
Chew ye the cud of I'aith, y<' hungry cattle'." 

So would the old hound bark, mu/./.led withal. 
Chapfallen, toothless. . . . 'Takt* thou heart, ule 
corpse: 

Are there not here ten thousand citizens 
Who in your Sniveller set* the arm of (hnl? 

. Well, not ten thousaitd, -say twice ten inst('ad : 

Are th('re twice ten.^ . . , Not rt'i] • . . Sa) two.^ . . . 
Not one ! 

Not one but knows your Monk a mountebank. 

Yet stay, good citi/ens, all is not lost : 

Still Charles is Cyrus,- he will save us yet.'’ 

Softly, old co'»psel "Po-day the news arrives 
King Charles of I'rance is dead ! 

(treat sensation anion^ the eitixens, 
'Phere’s Pisa, corpse : 
If thou couldst Juggle Pisa back again, 

Yet might the town be yours; who knows? . , 

Thou canst not ! 

Thy jaw drops down, thine eyes glare heavy shame! 
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Bah! Thcfl aru] tccJ the viilriircs. corpse; 

• J'hru\iifi^ iht' b%J\ I'.rnCiird fur.tis^ \ . it falls 
h{\n\l\ t'> /!'(' ///;./. 

See, Moss(*rs, him across the walls: 

lie’ll phij^ a {^ap, ami sfa\ the iniommp riJe, -- 
How loii;^ ? . . . Lv\*\a l*apa * l!v\i\a l.iherra* 
Cits, U\vi\a Papa* r.\vi\a laluaia* 

Ridclfi, Me^^ers, \<>iir huinbic ser\aiii (ban Ridolli. 

//'•ret and ‘iVally t- frr Pah/'..'. . Iwdi/it iht,a, i, 
d) a^yjn^ thd ,'ayu\ ,! ynaf d r thr 
Pabiw:. /i fluiiy fu IP t yi! jaih ai tie 
rrnw I'lfh'all' thr / \t} in}i, Iht tiataiti is 
a/ii! Nfi,d:ni /( M<fi Ifurluiy hrsidr 
La ni'l . la i a\ d't' /tlL ' hd in th, Rrd 

h/cth j I'la I)an,n't , lit h.al\ ,i jlisl t 
ht)' lifn. I hr I'jyht flit' 'u! j thr ',fH'n iL^r 
in U at t ^ *:rith atti?id,int y iutinny t'a\l'r), Ihr 
St. rriai v ■iddre )i/‘t 1)'Ij-. Sfa/iiy 'irh'' IS in 
aval !n\ 'ii'/'h ,il\-. a/'niitl, 

■rtntiirx. ScMiJ them a ila!> of trm aMii tell all friars 
\ow fi<;hiinij at St Mark’s the f'ai'ht of ffiiard % 
Are pleiigeJ to spare' am) |nirdon all the* Cofuetit, 

If h\ ihe last hour t)f the iii;^hl rhe Piior 
I 'ra leronu*, wit It I 'la !)outini< aiul Sil\(‘ster, 
lie, for their heres\, remlereJ unto trial; 
lint in clefauir thc‘ Conviait shall be burnt, 

Ra/t‘d to the i»roumi, niul al) its^inmates slait). 

iJc^l/'^ Lj'jus, 

hizztnyhi, Sta\, Capitano, where' is Me >sei f.apo? 
n ()[firtr, Ix’ai’iies on the \"euiee road ere' now, my h^rds. 
I quirted hiiT^ at Porta alia Croex*. 

He said he was a citizen oi \''(*nice : 

One Machia\eHi, a }<)ung man of this te)wn, 

Ilis pupil, waits him there. 
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Mazztfi^hi, What more ? 

()jjica\ ‘ ‘ Wc* staiul 

He said, “ upon the threshold of Renown: 

Karth, not this rabble, Is the field we sow ! 

Our Gospel is tlie grasp of Power and Empire ! 
Addio ^ ” he cried, then left me. 

Dolfo. I la! I smell’n! 

Had [ yon poltroon’s head, or he my stomach, 
li) llacco, we would crow atop this dungheap. 
Mazziti^hi, Is not the day with us? Now, prithee, Dulfo! 
Dolfo. ’That is so. 

M<izzifi^hi. 'I'hcn wdiy take flight ? 

S\gnori, 

Me murmured of a strange catarrh. “ Vour winds 
Are swift to change in Eiorence,” so he said : 

“ When they are settled iSouth I shall return.” 
Mazzinghi, South ? Ah, from Rome. Wc know his 
Strang/' catarrh. 

Dolfo. GnaLte* lie shall have cure I 

Excuni. ihe E:ti7.za'is (ju 'ivt. I'hr tHyon n.\fs and 
® lights lip the (liiifipttnilt\ the Dnonio, nrid the 

nuins to^wers of the nty. ihe distant sound of 
it tolling bell is heardy and Oieiisional far-off 
shouts. ihen the niujjled report of an explosion, 
Laodaniia. [Awiihin^ 'ivith a shrill cry] (Jirolamo ! 

Nieeolini, Hush lor th) life’s sake. Mistress. 

Laodamia, Who are you ? 

Nieeolini. Your servant Nieeolini once--now God’s, 
Laodamia. | Faifith] Are you indeed our faithful Nieeolini ? 
Nieeolini. Your brow is wounded : does it hurt ? 

Laodamia Ah, no. 

Nieeolini. Then quickly, come I There’s peril, Mistress. 
Laodanita. \^Dazed] Peril 

Where am I ? 
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Ntccohfii. Lii the square. 1 found you here, — 

Hid ycju uni.il the streets were quiet. . . . Come * 
Now is the time. I lift you. Walk. Now try • 
Liiwtarnui. [^StciTuIinii] Let me draw breath. 

Wirro/ifii, You suffer ? 

lamia, I am W(‘ll. 

O Nic'colini, you loved our (iirolamo ? 

Our little Girolamo, Niecoliui,— 

I'he Signorina’s playnjate, (iirolamo ? 

^tcccltfii. Yes, Mistress. Do not speak. lie calm. 
uiodamia, a^step fornvardy sttuuL\ suildcniy riipty /rr 

artn out sire tched, her scarUt hood thronvti A/c/'j 

Ah, look ! 

ddie strange unearthly light * 

^ii'Loiun, It is the moon. 

iindamia, \ Riipturoush\ It 1 could tell you } , , , Hearken * 
Do you hear r ^ 

d'he stones are singing of a thousand tales ; 

Tlie tranced sj>ir(‘s are choiring to the skies. 
Whispers go through them : Oh, they thrill * they 
c|uiver * • 

Their veins are quickened, and the statues breathe. 
A wind shakes all my City of the Llowm's * 

Know you your gardener < Sing, oh sing, my city ! 
White IV'ace among the nnisrilf* hea<ls of War, 

Sing Campanile ! Now you kno^w our secret ! 
•scoiitii. Come ! 

odamia. Here did he stand! They rushed at him ^ 
They stoned him 1 

I dung myself between. What hope from me 
Then all was changed : a great Light, and*a Voice— 
colini. The rays fell on you from an open door : 

Y<iu swooned, and dreamt. 
damia. Heaven’s door * . . The great Voice said : 
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<< I_1 am with you even unto the end ! ” 

All heard,and sank upon their knees,and W(^rshippcd. 
Built in the Heavens ere time was, h'lorcnce knew 
1 Icr prophet— 

Niicolini. Mistress, do not dream ! 

Liio(la?nia, hark ^ 

What is that bell ? 

Niirolinl, Saint Mark’s. 

Laodamlii, hor Mass 1 

Nicahni. Mass 


At this htnir, Mistress. 

iWics 'ivillyAit. 1 Saint IMark s ! 1 o Saint Mark s ^ 

Niccolim. Hark! Hark! 'They come. 1 lide mistress. 

He drills I'c'r hiuk iiiij thi rcccs.s. A Ion' iih’zwns 
hurry ticross /hf PhtzzA. Silcfuy JnHs <iy^idn, 
and Nnyjlini koh\ Ait nintioiDly, L iodamiu 
iontinnt'i spcakiny^ hviII: the sanie iXidtation. 

Laodamia. Ah * Do they rush to see him,—hang upon 
his words ? 

It is a cit\ changed ! (iod’s Light has risen * 

To expiate* m\ sin,—to tlie to sa\e him,— 

Could I hatvfoiie it . . . No, but Cod has saved him; 
And he forgave me : intc> lU) soul he looked, 

Knew me, and spoke \ and now b^ the hand he’ll 
lead m(‘, 

All through Ms cit) . , . Hark! What cry is that? 

Cries from with-it. Death to him ^ Death to him ! Let 
the I'rate die ! 

7/v i rit's irroTU i^J'tidaiillx loader and fiercer, LaoJamia 
stands erect in her m ai let froi Ly her looks chang- 
ing from ecstasy to an ever greater dread a?id 
agony. NinGlini hastens to support her. Sud¬ 
denly she points nuith horror across the Piazza. 

Laodamta. Niccoliui ! Oiii little Girolamo ! Look! 
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Enter Savonarohi, /wulri/lfeJ, and ivilh fetters on his feet. 
IE walks nvith dijjieidts, thrust fomrardhii‘H'e,n a ^uard 
of soldiers. Era Domenuo and Silt'estro f'dlonv. The 
Moh east filth at him, t r\'int(: 

Down with him! - - Death to him! -’I'o the llames with 
him'--lleretie' Impo.^tor ’ Ihi' ha! Give us Pisa I 
(jive us l.ibrehitta ’ -Give us Sar/ana! —Gharlatan! 
To the llames * To the llamt's! 

Tin lolini dra's^s Uiodimia haek intj the reeess jiut 
iis Savonarla,passing, easts his ftri iip'ti her. 
The falls hark in a s'lV'ai. Tavonarla and 
hts eonipanioiis are thrust up the steps of the 
• Palazzo; an iron i^ate is opetud; he enhrs, 
and it ,1 shut hehind him icilh a hiav\’ ilan^. 
The iro-H'd Stands EeJini; at the i;ate jor a 
spine, thill s^radualE ivithdrim's, ;;estieulatini> 
tim^rih. (tinI i/hre darkness and sdenestfalls 
on the Piazza. The Ladrone shuffln uiross 
the piiviinint hearini; a litter and iloth. 
Tliieolint peei s out from the arras. 

.adrone. Alive.'' 

lieeolini. 'I'o hope,--or not to hope it I —Come * 

I.aodamia is lifted upon tP littir, lovired exiept as 
to her fare, and hot tie out. 



ACT V 


Scene 1. — Flomue. The Hall of the Greater Cotmcil {Sala 
del Consi^lio Grande). Mt Fifties' tools, painters' cradles 
and wooden screens indicate that work is still proceeding 
in the Hall. A group of Mechanics stand listening at a 
heavy side-door. 

1st Mechanic. What dost thou hoar ? An awesome moan ? 
Ind Mechanic. [ With his ear to the crack of the door'\ Stay, 
Master. 

lx/ Mechanic. A terrible praying sound ? 

2nd Mechanic. N<Jt so ! 

\st Mechanic. As ’twere, 

A ghost a-wrastling in the dark ? 

2na Mechanic. A ghost ? 

1 St Methanic. A sobbing as of a wind come out o’ the sky, 
'I'hat’s lost its way along thy crooked Callc ? 

2nd Mechanic. I hear a silence. Master. 

\st Mechanic. Ciive place; I’ll hearken. 

■' luith his ear to the crack. 
Thou’rt right: there’s nought. 

2nd Mechanic. That is as I made out. 

yd Mechanic. May it be often ye have heard him. Master I 
lx/ Mechanic. A matter of seven times, likely. Holy 
week 

They notched his fiddle twice, they say. ^ 

2nd Mechanic. That’s true 

Giacopo botched their tackle. Pulley sagged. 
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'^rd Mechan'tc, Their racks be ciiriiiini; f;ear to make folk 

2 w/ liicchitnic. As I make out rlu're’s nor mucli Join* to I'rate 
This se’mii<^hr. Ijkeh that's ti) et*i his strt'ueah 
Against thc'y wring his iu\ k to-moirow, 

I sf Mcchatiu . So • 

^rd Mcihiimc- Will the\ not burn him. Master? 

\st Alechiinn'. A\e, bin r him. 

Kill body first, and then the soul : that's reason. 
Hark }e again. 

^nd Alcchiifui', j r ii /).///.rcj So ho f So h(^ f 

\rd Alfcharuc. fool : 

A cat m^‘wc*d on tlu' t(‘tto. 
fid A It V 'hiui'n \ I I u s h ^ 

A f''/', nih'/dh-y /o ./ /» ht\ird. 

f/ Altrhiinic. 'That’s ['rati* f 

0? Alt\ hdfUi . } hudmr fyntu i 'jiit iiilnit nf /rhuid ,1 u rrcn^ 

Ha! ha! ha* ‘ Lduyh^ hudly, 

id AhrhiuiK, Tn'ast T>eppo, wouMsi thou fool u:> ? 

I’ll sing th} vt'spers * ^ 

h Ahrhtifiir. Comi* now * W'here be the odds ? 

My song is good as rrati‘’s. 
d A'lerhatiu', Nay, f01 thou 

Ile’st but th(* second biggi'st rogiu* iinlnim*. 
Mechanir. 'Tol-le, Domine * ‘ d'.d-le * *' 'That’s 
what [‘'rate cried. * 

Tol-l('’s th(* Devil’s Christian name* in Hell. 

' Altr/'iwic. 1 le’s (Tacked his pipe ^ince* Santa Reparata. 

Lord, how h(' used to thunder from the pulpit * 
Mechanir, The sob dies slowly down, to a gurgje i' 
the throat. 

Stop sudden means a swoon : not often that, though : 
Yfiur Pope’s men know their trade*. 

Alcchanic. They spared his right arm. 
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is/ Alt'thdnu. AnJ must. He were a tlry well else, and 
drawn • 

r\>r iK^rliiiig. 

'^rd Mt'ihdmc. Drawn? 

ztul Mtihiiftii, What, hones and marrow r 

I st AIt\ hdfiu, Ink : 

‘riu'y raek them till they sijjn. 

3^/ Mtrhatih. ‘Sij^n, Master? 

Li/ iMeihdtiii. o “ I, h'ratc, 

Am a false prophc't, h}poerit(% heretic, 

Item, a wolf in sheep's wool.'’ 

'\rd iMtihiUia. Signetl he so? 

l.k/ Mtihdtiii. As’twc’re. "I’hat rots th(‘withers of Ins sect. 
'ind Mnhdnu\ I/ikel\ rlu‘y put the words in after : (*h ? 
Ij/ Miihdfiii, No matter. Signed is signed. Now ’tis 
his friends 

‘‘'That hate him most th('y .sa\. That irks him sore. 
2nd Mtihdnii. St Mark's have thrown him up. 

I </ iMt'ihiiuu. lake sour meat, certes. 

, So now th(‘ Pope has blessed them. 

2tid Aliil'diui. (ilre\ friars more: 

'rhe\ he the fattest. 

y‘d Pope's a ri< li man, certes. 

‘Think \e he deal in poisons as thev sa\ ? 

I^ti/cr front hindy unfH'rtervidy Ihdf^- dtid idi. 

i.j/ AIt\'J\inii. A\c‘, hy the mass: there's many a pretty fellou' 
I li‘’s blessed and said good-night to. 

Dolfo and (ict ccnit' fcr^iuird. 
(Iti- Messers, why not: 

Dolfo. (inaf-fe, why not ? All men would kill their foes. 
(>/. Sin'Weej>ers, doleful e.ittle, foes of joy,— » 

And are not these the enemies of the Pope? 

We will be naughty, MesservS,—very naughty • 
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Gooii HiCii an’ j^rirxouK: whoia’forc* :iro yc‘ i»(H)d ' 
iSa! , art rhoij happiest psalms at M’sprrs. 

(^r in rhv Nita'.s ho.som r 

h III* savs tuu‘. 

i.f'i, I)f)th Jlolv Tather tpauljM’ tlu’r Nifa, thi'ii ? 

N av, hr is Ijrsh hiinscli : ask Bt’Ila (iinlia, 

Ccilrs, tlu’ P«>pr bu\s poisons: that is wril . 

Sliall not the Pop» kill sonow: Joy shall leij^n. 
Dolfi), I am rapr ^ 1 iiir*-r [^aiahU s * 

in (lys loom the Pope* In e\er\ Innisi*, 

In (’ver\ lane of I lorein e, the Pope * ’ I'ls <»o(ni 

'Po ha\e flu* Pope m all sour lanes :nui lu)iises. 

What rliH’S he there r Is lu’lia (oniia with him:' 
A\e, she is with liim ; he will i»i\e \onr laviies 
A supper, a v ei \ i»ooii suj^pi*! : that is we!!. 

But ■sra\’: uhardot's he lu-u ? I tell you, Messers: 
riorenc'c’ is a sfiop : lu‘ monies to buy a poisoit*: 

A diui>, a pui'^e, to rill it of the pi*sl 
VS'hai pest ^ J'lu’ Monk * C)in jdaeue, oiii t iirse, 
oiir Consi ieiu e * ^ 

I'or peaei' and Pisa wi* haw* sold the pnriu* ; 

Phrit e bl<‘ssed Pop<*, piissime Papa * 

I latli not the Pope killed Coiis^ iem e r 

Pliat is so. 

■ft. Mesu’is, l^yiy.i (boia* live jov * 

Iiihiinii I'v\\i\a ( boia * l.v\i\a (?ioia‘ 

'fi. Sin^^ “ \bva (boia, nostro Re.’ I la * ha* 

A.///(//’.» t',U(il\\ I ht ii uulili nI\ 

What are \e doing here, \e popolani ? 
i jMechiVUi. So’t please \ e, Sirs, we heark(*n f(*i the imisie. 

What mean th(‘\ b\ the music r Mine, s\y(.‘(*t i)ulf(>> ? 
olfo. Baico* W’iial mean )e? 
f Alwchanu'. Su’t please ye, Sirs, 

Through yonder crark ye hear the bVate groan. 
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6V/. Know, thci), sweet cirizens, that musi('’s played, 
And henceforth shall )e sing anoth(‘r tune. ' 

S///{(Sy and chickiti^ his heeh. 

With a tra-la-Ia 
h'rom the ga\ Papa, 

Ther(‘’s an end to the Piagnoni ; 

And the world shall spin 
On a kiss and a sin, 
h'or the gods are the Bacioni.^ 

Ho^us to the Aleehitnu's^ nvho out Itiuy^hinv hy a 
niiiin door in the reiir, Laodiiniia /r urn cross- 
mil the 11 till. 

What tall pale ghost walks yond(*r ? 

Dolfo. Know ye not 

IMadonna Stro//.i^ Rich, hv liacao, - rich * 

Cei. 'Phen shall we speak to her, swecM Dolfo ? . . I la ! 
Vanisshed info the wall ! 

Dolfo. (inaf-tc‘ ! It was a ghost • 

Come, ’Cecco, come • 

Cei^ [ Pausing in front of an inscription on the quails, belonv ivhich 
hiings a painter ^ cradle\ 

See, they would [\iint this out • 
Says, h'rate built this justice Hall, sweet Dolfo. 
Dolfo, Its walls run crookc‘d like the hogs it stye's : 

Yon Monk goes straight,--a stubborn c.iitid',’Cecco. 
To see a bravv man racked, I do not like it. 

Cei. Nor I. Yet must he perish ! 

Dolfo. *^rhat is so. 

Enter through a third ( ude) door Cini and Nieeo/ini. 
Dolfo and Cei go out by the same exit. 

Niccolini. “ Deeds burn,” he said, “ the wings of con¬ 
templation ; 


Bi)J: kissfs. 
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One fairest face in youth I looked upon ; 

Sip^e then I hav'e lived to see the face of God.’’ 
And when I answertnl, “ Nonc‘ may look on God,” 
“ lieaut) is (iod,” he said : “ 'To llini all love, 

All art, m^junts uj), hut nuxst the art of living.” 

Chn, Mad he a liearrice, think you ? 

Nuro/in/. 1 le, iny lord ? 

1 le was all holiness ! 

Cini, ^Jlerheaut) led 

Dante until he saw tlu‘ fat'(‘ of Ciod. 

Nucolnii, Daiitc'^ol tiiumph sang, hut he of failure: 
“d'he canvas (jf my lite is tut across: 

(»od\sJ^ate 1 ma\ not .si*('; for such ni) sin, 

(jckI in my pains f(;rsook me.” 

Cini, Now by the Mass, 

Calvary heard that cry ! 

Niccctini, Arul for the sins, 

llis blackest shames our white. 

Cifij, Ia*t God them answer. 

W(* pay our servants better. 

Nicc'Jiui. No, m\ lord ! • 

If life wtme roiindcHl here, all reckonings paid, 

All just, all |■lt‘^^ecl, 'Tinu* and tlu' Dome of Heaven 
Would shrink to a tabin. Natludess he (.onsoled : 
hither the' Just Man, life's unfolded flower, 
llath of the All, his parent, noyght in kind,— 
hither this |)art is greateT than that wlude, 

This blossom tells no story of tliat root,— 

Oi in the soul of things pure justici* reigns, 
luich sows, each sutlers, sole and individual, 

As each life s(^weth, so shall each life reap, 

And Const ieiu’e, groping darkly through this sphere, 
Fed with all frcsliets from the fount of Light, 
Shapes and incarnadines the undying Rose. 
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CjW. May it be so ; or else by the Mass I .^wear 

Yon Centaur stabled in St Peter’s stall, 

" « 

Merry anmong his wantons, wins the day. 

Niccolim, Enough ! And now, my lord, one prayer \ one 
only : 

Entreat the Council that my brother lie 
This last night ot his life, not in the dungeon, 

Spat on by thieves and cutthroats, mocked and 
taunted : — 

Grant him at least God’s sAence for his sleep. 

And lor his tortured frame my knee» to rest on: 

No pillow for the head that saved the city ! 

CiriL 'The Council sit. Ma/y/uighi’s mouth is hard : 

I have the snafHe for it, natheless. Wait * 

A avV ( >'////. IMOilmnta issues from behind a screen. 
Laodamia. You asked ? 

Nirco/ivi. Not wisely if for you. CJo, mistress ! 

jLaodam/ii. I do no wrong. ... To see him nevermore : 

Ah, Niccolini, no! 1 should go mad. 

Nicco/hii. Say “ evermore”: thou’lt see him evermore. 
Till then be patient. 

Laodamia. I am not good : no, no I 

Niccohni. I''or his sake, then I—Still to the man so fond. 
So heedless of his cause.—I'hink, Mistress, think ! 
He is the world’s, not ours. 

Laodamia. v Yes, he is mine ! 

You shall not cheat me ! I gave my life for him • 
O, Niccolini, there is that between us, 

My spirit, near his, would fold and comfort him 
Although he knew not. So the stricken viol 
Eeels out and throbs upon its sister chord. 

Niccolini. How would they judge him, friends and foes- 
alike, 

Were you discovered ? 



A CITY’S TRAGEDY 


119 


' Laodamia. Foes,—they have done their worst: 

Friends,—’twas his politics they loved, not him. 
You, Niccolini, I, and Benedetto— 

We onl} are hdt : we thrc'e and God. 

Niccolini. ^ No, Mistress,— 

Many ! 

Laodamiiu 'i'hen let them rise and lif^ht,—the cravens > 
'They sit at home and patter praxers, while he 
Perislies ! . . , Oh, and is it much to a^.k, -- 
This last touch of his hand, - -our (orolamo’s ? 

Has sorrow* made my \isage then so vile 
'I'hat you, who never said me nay l)efort‘, 

Deny me ? 

Niccoini'u I'ootsteps * He returns, 

Ld'jdarniii rt'lirt s bt hitid tl:c / c/v/. Ri'-’t /ih r (iint. 
Ctni. 'The) }ield: 

The three condemned desceiul the stairs. 

Now, at this moment, lest we (dot escape, 

A guard is closely drawn around the palace : 

No man can pass. But here, the Council pledge it, 
This last night of his life you are alone • 

With him and God : their only mere ) ; take* it, 

Y(3U who have-What is this ? My (ioei ! 

Nurolifii. Your eyes 

Are fixed ; your lips grejw white • What terrible 
thoughts 

Clutch at your heart ^ * 

Cirii, [Gdziug (it the inscription^ O felon city !. Ingrate ! 
Hearken! 'I'hcse words he wrote win; gave our 
State 

hYeedom, and builded for its use this Hnll. 

‘‘ City whose King is God, if them shalt keep 
"" Holy this temple of justice, that no crime*, 
‘Howc'ver vile, may be elenied appt*al. 
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sluill thy he troJ hy a na'tion free, 

AnJ l)l(>ss()in with fair harvests of their toij ; • 

Ihit if - 

Nino/ini, Nay, read no farther. When beneath 

This writin(», lie who wrote it, lie.^ eomleiniU'el, 
'rraJikcHl, without appeal, bef(;rt‘ the world, 
(Aiiltle.^s, aiul inart\rril by th<* Statt‘ he saveil, 

Know that hi > muiI fori>a\e them all their wrong. 
*riu‘ r('^t upon the w'alK of "I'inu* and Spat(‘, 

(iod’s greatei llall of Justice*, stands inscribed • 

() I'loiaMU e, thiiu* th(* sente‘nce I •• 

ilim, I'are \e well * 

A A// fh///. -r/ hiiU j^',}tir loiL^ /7r;. jrotn 

lUid 1^' /■ '/// /’V ti'i htwey Milt' iL'^r^ 
k.A'iny^ fkjf fyni !^iioiLufiiii monies 

Nucoltfu. Il(‘a\tn has decided, Mistre's-,. S(‘e, the* elo(^rs 
Abe* K losed upon Us both : you have }e)ur will. 

\b‘\ nt)t with knowh'vige* of )our woiiiaiihocjd 
riu* whit<‘ bri'asl nf his soul laid bare* U) I leaven. 
•^I'his inai riap,e* oj \oui soul w'ith his shall be 
Kveii, as the* deaul liand of a brid(‘grooin laid 
In he*rs that lo\e*d him: thus, --no more. You 
ph'dge ii : 

I lave \ ou the* st 1 ength ? 

LiiuLiifiiii. I le*av(‘n helj) me ^ 

Ntu'Jini. Quickly then, 

A'/S / kfu ,/».//(•• IJ /'/.I kLiik 'ichu'h iC'Vt'rs 

hnii //v;// I'i'mI t' J-it, mivi for fyt/c/j- iirid 
k) r.i^k.ny-^'dt Lii'^iLimui dons it. Iht'rr 
' n .i>it\nniLir /rcik ktnt<ith, in ivhich 

i\/(i l.nt nnixinis. 

Nh'i'lini. Daughtei', hold firm \our spirit. I go tej l')ring 
A shape* \ou know not ; one, more ghost than man. 
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Pallid ironi wrrstU' with thc‘ wi)rKl’.s black sins, 
Ni^wjs jour trial: no .souiul, lU) sol); la'inoinbcr * 
Xu'i'j/ini /. ihi i! :r, I .a iLuir.a 

’ rtt Ti \ t‘r^':rui iht tS'.;.’ Tuir'la ninth 

D g/ii 71 II '/ . ifui ht I iV//tV.i/; ffit / rth 
/’V / ; ». ///I /./«<’ {n)'>iul <i.\ ht* 

'U'ltl' hi^ }(ILnv-^iilJt rt} i, 

\ lc Xa\ , hiotlun ; no haTant’tU’; 

but btMT alI incrk 1 \ ^ 

As did oiir l.oul, lest strib* ensue and bloodshed. 
and XArV;-:. Ihotlun, we will, we will * 
ra'^nay ,la. And siiu e, in loiture, 

((iod kiv>\vs in\ fal 1, .nivl slial! not ) on, Ml\ brothers 
Since in rlu* liaiits ot ni\ llesh, lor Wfll 
^ e know' ni\ bod\ i^ w'eak, .ime tluni I nitert'd 
S^nnewhat ay.aiien f)ni cause, soon r(Mfhiineil, 

Sonu' donl)i^ ot (iod's nplioldinj*s in this woik^ 
And soicij I IcMi loi tins that (hni loi'.ake-, mt* : 
Pra\ for me, br« )t h.ci s I 

b;////;.. a>Hi iS’./v. i//o. \S\‘ will* . . "I’liV belied it t!(*n ^ 
vvjiiirdiii. I am all shanu', no ioni»er woi r h y, bi of ln«rs. 
'^onitn.i . ( i(;d pard«)n<‘d lio!\ Pelfi , w'h(; ilenied him, 

Suflei iin^ no aj^onv. 

I'aaiar'Ja. Tine, and )e jsiidon: 

Christ’s lt)\(‘ is mtn't‘ than t>nrs. Then, in (h>d’s 
naint‘ : ^ 

iht'\ k/itt'h iUiil nvtt!' thiffi Nin'jlun, Hr Itjts hu 

} i^L't hi I/Id, 

IJeiU'dicat \t)s Omnij)t)tfiis Denis, Patm tn I'ihus, et 
Spiritus Saiutns. Amen. 

//. Amen • 

Iwi'ii/it h)a D'.nutih'j a/i(i Sdi't dr., SinfJj/n 
rtf)iairi\ ninth ola, nvh'.\t ja.r .o still 

tui nrd 
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Niccolini. Father, thou art weary : rest upon my knee. 

Sa*i)otiarola, Christ bless thee for the thought. 

He k?iecls in prayer, 

Niccolini, Stay Jiut one moment. 

He retires behind the screen, Luodamia^ disguised, 
comes forth in his placey bciinny; a mat, 
Sai^wnarola rises and ^vith dilJit iilty ^vedks tu- 
nvard her, A faint < /'y escape.s her. He 
pauses and looks up at his inscription on the 
luid !; then in deep resonai t aci ent^ : 

Saiionarola. fern sal eni ! Jerusalem ! I hoii that killest 
the prophets. 

And stonest them that are sent unto thee, 

How would my I.ord have gathered thy children 
together, 

liven as a hen her brood beneath her wings ! 

‘ Ye would not * l.o, your house is left unto you 

Desolate ! 

Laodamia seats herself on a stepy and spreads out 
I the mat ; he lays his head mutely upon her 

knee, I'he hyhts in the hcdl are extiny^ui.shed. 
He sleeps. I he curtain descends. It rises 

ay^ain. The dim rays of early cbnun fling a 
cold light on the Mvo figures. He is still 
sleeping. The doors are flung open. linter 
ga Jers and men-at-arms. 

Gaoler. ITp, dog ! Sorcerer, wake thee. Come and burn ! 

Savonarola rises, 

Savonarola. Christ keep thee, brother. I have slept ; 
and youth 

And hope came back to me; and it was well. 

He is rudely jostled out bet^veen the gaolers. The 
tivo black figures pass out unnoticed, ' 
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ENE II. — Ploreuci\ The jrofit oj- the stage is occupied luith 
the I.oggia {oyVj) tico) dei I.anzl. The rear is concealed 
by a great curtain, Hut, on the ri^ht hand corner, a 
vista is exposed of .he Ringhiera (oi' Platjonn) in front 
oJ the Palazzo Pecch.o. Alcihanic is placinff the seats 

utider the direction of the Set rt tiiry, hlntir /[hizziny^ht. 

^azzinghi. Good wiorrow. Master Secretary. 
cretary. Good morrow. 

fazzin^hi. \ fair May morning, is it not Heaven 
smiles 

'Fo see the winter banish(‘d horn oiir State. 

Inhere is a sea beneath us, and the waves 
Are reeky heads. 

rretary. So dense the crowd, they say 

Many will be crushed. 

iazzinghi. I'augh ! How thc-y smell, yon cattle • 

Strew perfume lest tlie nauseous odour grieve • 
'Fhe delicate nostrils of the Holy ()ffic(‘. 
ecretary. Certes, my lord, to-day should R(jme smell 
roses. 

A me ^senger hands a letter to the Secretary: he 
opens and glances at it, ^ 

I'his from the Signor Strozzi : he asks a seat. 

And leave, by right of age and rank, to speak 
Before the notables and Papal Bnvoys. 

Is it your will to grant it t 
vlazzinghi. What think you f 

He is revered. A word from him might scotch 
' What reptiles of the Prate’s faction lurk, 

WhT?tting their fangs to strike us. 
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Scrrt'/iiry. Doubtless, Signor, 

If to that end he speak. 

Nay, that is certain : 

(irey hairs are never zealots, nor the rich 
Prone to stake fenaune on the die of treason.* 
Sri'fr/tiry. Last night I was at Michael Angelo's, 
living esteemed a judge of art, my lord. 

The' illustrious sculptor craved my help and 
counsel ^ 

On certain figures. Admirable, Signor. 

And, by the* way, he took ihc' leave to show me 
'The iStrozzi's famous manielK> of slate : 

A Pantheon in silk, repaired, he said, 

Por this occ asion. 

Mazzitighi 1 have heard of it. 

Secrettiry. CLiotto, (diiberti, Luca and liotticelli, 

I'igured its woof with all the citv’s story 
Lre Angelo’s i‘\es beheld it ; and, says he, 

N(‘ver has afiy Stre^z/i worn the robe 
Save for the uttcuance of a pregnant sj^cech 
'To mark the brigjit and memorable day 
Wherc'in our commonwealth is magnified. 
Ahizzifighi. Lbbene • 'I'his confirms me. (jrant his 
wish. 

Place here a c hair of state to fit his rank. 

Poniting to the lurtaifit’d lorner in the Loggia, 
Lbbene, I say : for does not all gc^ well ? 

What better auspice than that this old lord, 

Lldest and most revered of all the city, 

Comes to the burning, flames out at the c lose 
In all the lustre of the antique robe, 

Lending to our masterstroke of policy 
'The weight and sanction of his ancient house ? 
ti^eretury. Ah, trill) ! 
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Aliixv.trighi. Prithee, Muster Seeretiiry, 

ArM whose is this piivilion 

(I'.ncTi ihr Rin^hiirii. 

Secretary. * Please, iny lord, 

T^he Pai^il L^voy’s. 

Aia^'Zttighu So ^ Atui h<‘ tops us all. 

Rome has our homuij[(‘: w(' are paic) to kneel. 

And these ? 

Seentary. Alberti’s suit, and )(>iirs, my lord. 

Alazziny^hi. But \vh\ this ein tain ? 

Secretatx. * 'I'he ladii-s askc'd it, Sipjior : 

i'hey strip the I'Yatc.'. 

AlazzjnyJ:}. Ih'hold, \ i* gods and gamins, 

A monk to laiipjt at, and a wtahl that laughs f 
Ihit V(‘sterda\' Ids frot'k was C’.esai's pniph*. 
’'Sreretars. I Tuh‘ed, l here' will be sport. The t mwd is merry. 
Ma’zzinyhi. /\s tor tlu* ladit's, Mastt'r Sei rc'tary, ^ 

1'ht‘y begged a mirtain,-- tlu‘\ will stcsil a ( hirik. 
Secret,nw lleiue to tlu' eldudtains of ni) t hi(‘f.s I bow;-~ 
Se(‘ here* * 

Aliizzuiyhu I Rcrt ifjy thr'-ayh tht nrhuh dtSilosei a 

of the Phiwzn atnl ti \in[fol(l\ 

Pbbenc ^ . . 11a* what's \oiuh‘r? Ih'hold * 
Now In my h(sid, wouldsr make this plact' a Gol¬ 
gotha ? 

Messer, you mock us. • 

Sr<rr///rv. P niy lord Indeed 

I hav(‘ done iK^thing. J ler(.‘ is th(' artisan : 

Ask him. 

Mazzinyhi. Yl^oxtUtng thr(Myh the curtturi] What (,all ye that ? 
Mechmuc. So please my lord, 

^ A scarfbld. 

Alazziri^hi. It is a cross. 

AUchatiic. That's as they say. 
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Ma%-zAtighi, They must not say it : the structure must be 
changed. 

Mechmiic, So please my lord, there be some things ye may, 
And some ye may not do. 

Ma^%inghL Truce 6’ thy riddles ! 

Change it, and quickly. Time will overtake us. 
Mechanic, We tried, so please my lord. 

Ma% 7 .inghi, How tried ? 

Mechanic, We hacked her. 

Ma-z-zinghi, “ Hacked,” fellow,—hacked ” ? 

Mechanic, Against it be a witch. 

No telling what they’ll get inside. 

Mazzinghi, Thou blockhead ! 

Didst thou not build that bungle up thyself ? 
Mechanic, Natheless, she be alive, and hath a mother : 
Angelo, the sculptor, saith it: that is strange. 

, In Judee dwelt her dam. 

Mazzinghi, 1 le tools thee, fellow. 

It is a thing cd wood and ropes and rivets. 

Mechanic, And it the blessed wafer turn to flesh, 

May not your timber ? Sure, she cried i’ the night 
I/ikc a woman in her pangs ; and, so it please ye, 
'They say she’ll breed, and gibbets fill the land. 
Aiazzinghi, Ciibbets to hang thee, dolt. Cut off the top. 
Alechanic, So please my lord, and where shah Frate hang ? 
Mazzinghi, Remove one arm then. 

Mechanic, lie there not three to drop ? 

Mazzinghi, Add flanks or flanges. 

Mechattic, Crowd be there, my lord. 

Enter Alberti, 

Mazzinghi, [7c? Mechanic] Fool, thou shalt pay for this. 
Remove those seats : 

They are too crowded. 
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Secrtiary. Signor, by your leave, 

Tbe Vapal Envoy here nntroiks the Irate: 

Shame’s edge is sharpest there : all eyes must see it. 
’'Tis haff the pageant. 

Mazzhi(-/ji. • Ten feet serves for that. 

Sear/ary. But, Signor, by your leave, the rule of Art 
Is to enhance with room and isolation 
The central figure in your canvas. 

Aluzzhighi. * . ■ 

In whose bottega hast thou studied art r 
Sicre/^iry. 'I'he paiiiter Ghirlandajo in his fresco— 

Ah, pardon ! lUrays emljarrassmfiit. 

Mazznnrhi. " What fresco ? , , , 1 ». 

WCA 07 . .“Nail, King of the Jews! 

M.izziinrki. Messer, do you jest with me r 

Scnrt.ny. ’ 

Mazzinghi. Christ stripped of raiment; Ha! I krfiow 

-the daub ! 

Here Pilate sits : Alberti, thou ! And here 
Caiaphas,—my seat,—own it traitor ! -mine ! ^ 

Scartary. My lord, I had no thought of this 
,, hou caitiff ! 

Aldzzinghi. . 3 I • c 1 I 

Wouldst charge it on my conscience It is raise . 

Albirti. Did I not warn thee ? Also in the night 

My wife woke shrieking: “Ah! The Cross. 

The Cross! ” * . 

She dreamt a great Cro.ss hung above the city, 

And thereupon, colossal, menacing. 

One crucified : His vasty shadow lay 

Huge on our streets, and, as the sun went down. 

Darkened all homes; and folk ran to and fro. 

And leant and listened in the mart and churches, 
Hi^ring the footfalls of a host unseen. 

That from our trade, our crafts, our freedom, plucked 
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The (orc, iind in the socket sowcii ;i blif^ht. 

Which br(‘il -- 

AlazTLiNi^hi, i^asta ! to work * ^This thiiu^ is cion('. 
'riioiigh )ondcT gibbet hang tin* Son oi (Joii, 

*rhis thing is clone, — wc‘ cannot n ‘w r<*treat. 

y’/v ioil!Nil V ht'iird. 

'rhebelH Move on « W(‘ilalU/ 

Alhtrt}. Av(‘, move on * 

liehiiul a ruin, aiul in (r< nt a h(‘ll. 

/! \ //r\ iirt ahout / - ii'- out mitr i.eu 
MiizzuNjJ?!. 1 lo,’C('( CO, w’eh ome * On the clay of trial 
Ye san<j a lullaby to calm the < row-! : 

Se(‘, man, a cross up \oiuler ? 

Ceu M'aith, I sc‘e it. 

Mazztn^hK Out with thv lute; there’s havoc in the 
om(‘m 

Yon pop<;lani have flu‘ a<Mi{‘ lit : 

'Troll thcMii a la\ to make* Medusa laugh : 

'Thy maddesst Ircsik- tin wildc*si tantas\, 

C,ei \SinnNS hts lute u moNUnt : the t f'/jcd Mrundde on to fhi 
Rjuiihieru, und peer Kututh the lUJ'tiun <>f the Loy^iiiti : 
he TLodtzef irroiesfjuely uj^ itnd dewn ) 

Now there dwelt at San Marco a Monk, oil • 
Who lovc'd not our Santo Tapa ; 

He wouhbsing \ou a Dimittis Nunc, olO 
In the' arms oi a sweet faUlal-la ! 

Ho the* canto, the ranto, the manto • 

On the cro^s for a wager di tunto 
He w'ould sc rawl \ou his name with a schianto,— 
“ I am Jerome, Papa di gia • ” 

Lend liiui^hter is hciird in the rear' and the ihrontr 
scuffles to gf t nearer to the sin\\t r. He resumes. 
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Now, parJcc, ;ind whut of thi^ Monk, oh ? 

Jkir:il>h:is wc will not release* : 

The* robbcT shall drink of our p/iunco, 

.'Vnd We’ of the Ininiper ol |H‘ae e. 

Ho the* e^hto, the* ranti), tin* rnaiiio ' 

On tin* eros*' he* shall .-wine te)r a -- — 
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(jt'.iSt'i irith a i r\ 7 (jrirjjts/.' 

lVuuu:het-t:i * — Ah ' --fWliat Itave they done ff> tlu’C’ 
’tdiitijui yjrl /i b',ytu /■ /vr j .iU 
.iffI ,;hfr »/ lift It'i I. 
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IffJ Lrdy, ddie iMslte*':^ Ma/jdalen, •io(;n(e lhe\ 1 alleil het. 
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Is prelude to our pageant. Mere you see 
Pan with the pale nymph Echo in his arms. 

The hooves in modesty his hose conreals *, 

'l"he horns are an open secret. 

Ridolfi. Cei i\s Pan ! 

Ha ! ha ! I'o the life ! A cit\ Pan, to the life ♦ 

\st Lady, Dio mio ! what is this Pan they talk about ? 
Ear/j/rir. A pranksonu* god miuh worshipped in the land. 
Who eap(M'c‘d bedore l>aechus, which is l.,atin 
I'or IJorgJa, — HoI\ I'dither,—(lod ot Orgies, 
lie s(’es a vision and his antics paia^e. 

\ I'hi’ liidit s titter, ] 

Attemtion dames * d'his is a pious rite. 

Three monks are offered on the? shrine ot Bacchus, 
2fid Liidy, Cieli t The Sij>nor jests. 

Eor/iif'/i . Believe* me, no. 

See, luho di('s away,—Pan tears his lo( ks, 
,»l"ren7i(Hl with grief: iK'hotd him f 
1st Ltidy. liiilfonaccio • 

Kicentrii . [ Hi\ t^jUt ^rddiiiil!\ (hitnginy^ fr'j})i huiter to a nuild 

eiinie\t ] 

Swee‘t luho, cities know thee*, and tlie woods; 

'Idle shepherd sings thy name among, the kills. 
Thou callest answer from the lonely crags : 

He scours the* rock, he searches not his heart. 

Visie)n and V^nce, or dying, Mag,dalen,— 

IMonks and Bantastics, we all go after thee : 
Through flood and briar, through rackand cross wego: 
To clasp our bride, the baffling Lo\eliness ; 

Whom, when they banish her from fane and wcjod, 
We seek still choiring in the stars of God. 

Sigiu^rc, I am moved : make way ; I quit you. 

1st Ladw The man is mad. 

'^rd Lady, [//; an awed undertone^ ’Tis Angelo the sculptor. 
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Albn'ti\ and nvildh throng]? the nrra? | 

X'lu^Cross * 'The Cross • D’kl 1 not dream of it ? 
And now behold • 

^ * Sir crit's iind hinghs h\'st('ricnll\. 

Alberti. • Orsu ! lie siUtU* wife * 

fS/v /j led ohl sobbing. lie iiddrerts ll'e b\\i(inders\ 
This madnessS t.ikes her from loo much de\otion. 
She lost a child . . . pra\ iindersiaiul . . . and since, 
l\sha ! It is enrssestever) where * Poor soul, 

She’d see them in the twi’> that ham»s a scarecrow • 

/ ^ A.v//. 

\st l.iidy. \ Peering^ throng^b the i nritun] ivOok • 
itid Liul\. 'She spoke truth * 

3 n/ Ldiis. A c:n)ss, (tear as the niornii^^ ^ 

\st Lad\\ He excused himsedf. 

^rd Laily. lie I'/it his lip, and bleiu'hed. 

2nd Lad), lie turned first veil, them livid, ^ 

I)/ L.ady. All for a dri'am, 

e\th Lady. \ dream about a cross, 

2nd f.ady. 'I'hi'V call him Pilate.” 

4 /Z? /.ady. And Pilate had a wile. * 

2nd Lady. And Pilati^'s wife 

Dreamt in the night before thi'v crucified 
I'he Christ. 

jiniden horror of n/enee jtdU iip'ai the iiiseinl'ly, 
broken by hyilt rn al sdi. /irr \ oj “7/'c (iron 
I he Cross ! are heard /r ni 'ivithout. Entet 
iiobtrto Strozzi, nvttt? Lir,datn!ii. He n led to 
the (hair 0 / stiite. Attention is drainn t ^ his 
R Ae by nvhisper and gesticulation, ^ Attendant s 
enter and strc'W scent and yoSi-lt\rae\ hejoie tht 
Papal etraoy s c hair. I\lazzinghi appears again , 
and puking up the fallen lute brings it tj i.ei as 
he hans over Bianchetta. 


m I 
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’Cccco, 1 tear these siultien silences. 

Here is thy lute : it is a bag ol^ gold, • • 

Aiul c‘\er\ note* ye Ding among the crowd 
A golden florin. Up, man ^ Sow the* a'lr 
With frolic * Laugh lor lh\ life ! Make reved : else 
Y<mi damned Cross may wreck ns. 

<>/. 1 sinc^ no more. 

She is dead, my liianchetta, sh(‘ is dc\ui ! 

/}/]' (/>;•;;'fM ///> iin \ hi'\ /hi luii\ 

Ma//in:’hi, I will sing,, \ es, I will sing. 

Matliu^ss and Death! O Scent ot blossoms 
fl^injU 

Rank weeds and flowers of flame, dead routs 
and vlarncd f 

Ros( s and 1 uc- ! () ci!\ mad and dying,, 

, d'hoii canst not niiml) our staises to this 
t hariud ! 

D(‘ad, and llie I'ratc^’s name' iipoit lu‘r lips f 
ALnu' too ! Damn them, ih(‘\ juavcal fur us together, 
IbaNc'd while W(‘ plotted,- a)e,the\ knew it f 
I Lbi/ /sM !ii/(' '^n tht tim! !}\tniplt \ li nit, phn i ] 

break, lute* f 

lae on her biasist ! My heart, m\ hcsirt is l)roken • 
Ah! Uianclu'tta f- 

Mii'vzhiphi. Shame * thou girl ! thou ganiu't • 

'This for a chit,—a wanton ! 

(a’/. Nay, Ma//inghi, nay ! 

'The g,ods ha\e fie’er surpiised thee in the dark. 

'd leralJ, thy blast; Monsignor waits upon us. 

I hi' Hii'iihl bl'-j'ivs his trumpet, 
Aliizzing}?], \IjauUs to (I hy^tiUiiLr thiit the itssembly 
o^iU'rh(\ir\ 

Messer, it seems the stress o’ the day turns mad 
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Womc'n v>t both sexrs. Narh('k-ss all is \scll: 
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Aful that )(nn‘ nouK bo huntcil from your bodici-, 
li.inishcd, iiiui Mllcrly do-^troyod by iire. • ** 

The lixn un^yfirr ni kies fhrir hatiih . (.!/rze/:s 
//■<//' ‘7r/////v '/// A /hi- I\i;n'/\‘('rah and 
Siti''}!,n-'la fjH the fiHi^ iind Xuk l:nn, 
iatt7j}i\, \Tr^a}usiU //i/\j. Show u^) a niirac lo . . . (iive 

Visa . . , (Tim* us I <‘^;haun . . . (ii\o us Sarzana, 
(jivf I Un'otallvi . . . Yah • ya.h * I'ratc, ilu 
v.'Dii't h.elp {['li'v .Vow • . . . 1 la ^ lla * li.i' 
Vro|>lu‘s\' w'l'.o striu'k t'us ’ 

.hi /,Lit <n ' , f > , >, III t/'c 

J/.r.-.o/'/v, N OW^ do ( fi\ dll! , o\' I lltiol:, l . 

l\'a/i/f/i-, Slav, Si'pioi J It has pUM'.rd hi' 1 loiinoss 
Our pious and niosl < iiMUont lV)pt\ to <>Kiiil,— 
Ama/ii!}> tpan o ’ ;o ihr^i* ino'i impious nit'U 

A phuLU \ indiil;»vr.«a‘ ioi thrii sii.s. 

/he M nT Do \ (‘ a» vopt this par.lon ^ 

S(ni'a/,ii hi. It is well. 

I\'m ! H'. hniis 'U'lth ,i !\'l '/ tv.uinph //v 

h\I, y i\(r<f< \» ‘Tc/o vr'h ^j\ ) .iihf Lniy'^ . hShccclmi 

p) ■ tu .* ,i' i}aii/t\ /'. S,ii''ii,ir / I's l'p\, 

Siiv'juii 'J.i. Jc‘su, aloiio w'ith thee ^ Oui dnitul lives 
Iluniblv wo ilinp, dow'u at tlvv Cios.ds (cot, 

'I'liou Old) hop(\ tlioii ransom of thv* world • 

I'hix pny fr.ni ihe Riiiyhit rj, .iiu! ^me inv.sTtlf 
bthiih\ ihi iurtain 'j the I/ayyui. There is an 
t Xpertdiit hinh, .elll e\(S are eaptrly bent to- 
^Viiriis the huldtii TuizZii. The hi(l<es in ihe 
Lye^pia pur throi/yh tin' eurtain. 

Ridolfi, l.adios, bv vour loavo, when I shall diauv the veil, 
Know that the State is ridded o( the pest. 

Taodaniia. | *S’/v nyiny up suddenix : iind in a e/ear ringirri 
n^otee] (iirolaino ! , 

Now, now shalt thou behold the Face of God ! 
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\st Lady, Who oricd ? 

2fid Ifady.* lliisli! Rich:. A Piai^noni t!anu*. 

Riaolji, Ladic’S, I'-choKi ^ tl'c ro|H‘s ha\c‘ilroppc-J tlu’ii load: 
^'hc ifiuncsS h k up tlu‘ otikl ol th.uir tic'rdi. 

I I:c thwu'u, >;•{'<(//( ii fire, 

iiftJ ,n tL't' ffoi}-: a s afj /./, .;/>/;/ ur,!< ; . v 

>'a iir ; "M. //nr ? '/>' j /.^nr rr'y^fx J) /'*'.* 

;; /i;; I ) . [/'( /> O jKitiUl 

r. fiiutti. Ai i/'f iLufiaa • i, ^ind A 

M iiy, u riM Ij ^ AluL:AtiyJ:i n 

./* 

Mci'^rryJ'., .».[ I\.>mc, aiul N’h'>v.-c u 1/t us, 

N<^\v*ua\ \\ (. !>]'*.vthr Ir jXSH Mf/II h'> Uf >1 , A'(’ 

\P':nf!fy: ! 'An /:>c \ ’l’h(' li.-iiu* oj :(/\o oiu he irs 

(ov R< 'uu- * 

riun-tKc i« i'H)\c-d triu‘ d.iupjitiu i/i llulv Ciiunh. 
Raj. M\ loivl, you aif tli:uikcvj. Iksa u. h'V 
l'l< >1 CMU c\ 

l-cpjiorn, S.n / lua, I I’^i'laiUu all 

Arc '.ouvs ; .-Ko ilic tithes ol all \our ^ hiin lies. 

Miiz'.'/I'.y'w Oiii 1 up ol <;i:ititudc is ovcrliriuiuu'j. * 

I/', *V(. • o',//I IVul that ‘liicxc-noin of th<‘ I'l.ito'', tiust 
13c epu'iM hesi ill tiu* Arno; hunt hi > 'oo/)ks and 
\\ ritiuf* . ; 

Let Lcth(‘ drown tlH‘ inernorv ol his uanic : 

♦ 

Let it he llop^jM-el from t‘\er\ inf<nt\ toipoie ; 

And all sU',pealed of his here ,— 
l,et theun he sliuiiiied like ki/ais. 

Strr<uir\, So it please* \c/u, 

d tJZt At • ay/:?. !7v Monsi|;nor. hy your leave.' I 

will presc'iit 

^ jMy lord (if Stro//i, our oKIesi citi/en, 

Sh‘'zzi\ Signor, hi'' reverence sc'Cs in your white 
locks 
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The snow upon th(' pcwk of our ostooni, 

Aih! in \(nir i(;lu‘s mir Story in Ijnx.u'o:# 

*rhi^ liny shall ;uhl oiu‘ i haptiT, ami th<‘ woof 
"r(‘ll how th(‘s<‘ dann*'-, hum open all our'ports^: 
How, sinihal upon h\ j;ra(io1is lionv*, our 
M'rado 

[''lie. like a wcaiver's sliuttle throiipji tlu' e:irth. ; 

Is ii not \se!!, nu lool? \ , it not w< ll ’-^ 

Str \z/. \lljNil I' f’./rj AVc'll r* ’What i'. \vi*il r 
ii/,* . /;/"/’/. Yoii I'.f-ar flnir ''liouts ' 

o7? -v /. ', 1 hear 

*rhe niiuoiir of ihe A\en';inf> I'liiie.' winps I 
'Triii', a loii;iv* verp^caiue on hi > (linn. :>. 

y/r,'.:, Oiii rra;»eiiv, h.^* k Di^ me 

aI.!' 'fvJ'i. A»oined\ wher< at lil I'hnei; e aniie^. 

I. l oi tliis soul ( hoM', not j'ov. rr, i,ot wasilth, hut 
Ripjif. 

Alcove the U‘ek oj \oinh'i pile In* ‘><>0 
And, with tile starn «hihlH:i'>i tiie 
Shiiu's o\‘r our shauu‘ k>r < \e.- ’ 

',!uy!'i. Me . (‘V ' 

W e f ot), 

We had our ehoiM\ -and prouitiited Ripju 
h'or Rielu".. Rveheh., 1 (.nioi , po’ 

I/ //a < .7 .n l!'<\ /.;>i ,Lf\s^ th. 

h 

I roop to your fi(‘ld nf binod, o)iir dops of Ji 7 ,r(‘ei* 
M.v: :.}nyj!. Methiuks, Mon^itjiior, t!.e old man hath the 
Idile, 

yio S!r:zzi] Katheloss, my lord, to-mi)rr(Av a 
thousand looms 

\Vith bus\ tont;u(\s shall sinp a loud “ Hu/'/a!” 
Deeming our work to-day the town's salvation, 

And the Pope's writ the charter of our joy. 



v\ c'.iTV’s TKA(;i:nv 


.'itri'z-z:. i.'f. lioni tl'.o i!oo|' anot’i'.oi > niiui ' 

I»o, .ill tin \va!I^ .u.oiIkm uriim ^ •■.I.miii ' 

Mn.o ' ' 'I'h -ki 1 ' V’l'l'-" ' 

I'iiiislu u !■> .i.\ w < 'H 'I'*’ I'a'ianir. 

VVrii'.iual i:»l l■''lllJ vaiitia:',, totlic Mivi'- 

.iiul l\'i . * 

"I'linll .1 .i litr t "'ill ^ 

(illo.tsDt t\\\ 'M«' • il.t’c*, ..Ihl tll\ StDiK* 

ni-M*. r>. til i'lii' , 


Y C .1, .1 . A 1 >. 

, ( ) 1 H i •. , 

1 • n 1' M 

,'ir I'l :v ", 

CiA 'IK 1 i:■ 1 

'..V r, .-nuj'l 


.'.111 inl; , 

J..!' (!.-■: 

1m*. ( ) r;.*M 

• : 

i< .i ! t . In • lot);, 

1 ^ 11 11 ;' 

( 1 ^ .i 

11 t. 


( ) IM ■ V >' i 1 ' ■, ' > 1 

I'Ia- , I'K 

,.* 

.'in 

■ 1 • . : n.M. 

i)■.'1 t.» fI 

1.! : n < • t• ' 1 
M.l •' l.iA. 

t. i. 1 

i; ’ ' 1 ■ ' ', 

1 , 1 s *' 

l 1 .11 V.1 . \ . 1 • 




S,.\" i‘iii ‘iiiA 

! },: ..r-l 


> . i j • ■ •' 1: : 1 , 

e’lc ^ , 1.. 

... :I .• 

..M ' 

■'_ . )1 1.111 { .It n 

l).\MK i).l 

ih 1 n.. .i--. 

1 Ni 

V ' f \ n,;,.; 

D.IK : ill.;! . 

i;i. ‘‘ 1 

1 .' n- 

,• '• ; \),\ t n .! .'i -n.il • 

Dn.V. .-1 5 

‘! i i < * • • • ' ‘ 

‘1’ ' 

...n.: Ni ■ t ..!i III’-;..’' 

WiK-i) i.iitt 

1.. 1 ! in , 

, 1* i' 

, in , ; 11 - { ^ 

( rl At. t III i • 

i! n 1 1 . • 1 ; 1 1 j 

>1 u t 

1 i * ■ , ( f ■ > 1 wot. 

Wll!) .I't-p- 

ii, -.1. .1:.- ■^ !n 

■ 1' 

.nil* .1!!‘i <• 11' 1 n ' 1 ' 

WiiM U‘cl, u 

11 f » • " • , oil ' 

■ 1. M1 

, . I.i (W u O' ' 1 ' -I ^ 

A :'li 

< »1 1 in ii'. 

M<... 

i_. 1,. .1 ' \\ u, i i -iiif*:. 

ill n ‘ r 



r>‘. \i n.i * 

A ^' )i 1' * 

»! ;:n L twi 1 < •, 

,t. 1 

W .• .11 V' S.U-' 

] 1' )in 5 ‘ .'A 

: 11 n {» 

ii' .1 .,i;t In. 1 :iml> ' * 




• 

i/tu-. 1. 

•v ^ /V.. 

' t f(t ' 

.i,> / 7r///' fl f ft. 

il'ir 

///. ,.v.// / 

. / ; 

; . / ^ ./ 7 ttl^TUy. 
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V 

Ma7.zinyJ't. WIkU * A swii^hbiicklcr of tho siiivcllinjT 
crow, — 

lih, Ca])ituii<), c‘h ? 

Dolj (inaf-to • not so. 

f.apo’s a man, Lapo \\i)v<‘ ii.’-j ; 

AKo ho wa ; a pul I v-li\oio.i io-;uo. 

M.izzur’J.'i, [(///(' /f'l /.'( ^ N'ow’, [v\ my head* 
What, !.a|u)r Slaiu r 1>\ v/l^oiu 
'd'wa . 1 - 1 slow him •, \o. \w ha;h. h.i^ Vv 

1 do not h'v(.‘ a man that soll^ ho. trii-nd^. 

Strczzt. >jj viviui') '/ .SV.//. \ /a/ /./v/’ p' it :n 

< /’ il\. I 

Sm h was ho ^ 'I'hon I paav \ou, (.iti/oo’-, 
d'hat nation'^, pas.in:\ In, ma\ ;*a/o aiu! h‘arij, 
l)iir\ him rop^al in this mho ut art. 

And on his toml'i tiisoiiho liivoo woids: ‘Mhno hos 
A masttn hriiij: plot ^ lillovi it on,/, now worm^ : 

A mastoi haml *. lito -‘old Lh . h\‘in its to'asp *, 

A ora\on hroast : a sword lias j>iouovl ii thioii;';'- ; 

A taitliloss boat I : tor tihis man so! ! hi ^ trioit i.. 
nSiimptnoils ho lios ; art sor\{‘'> h.im toi a rad!; 
f h>d Lv'st his honi‘s * Hi, namo 1 i \in *' 
dliu/rrnyji, j .vo | You havo doin', m\ lord" 'Tlion 
U)ok upon )our daupjiton 

.S'w.'v. ; />; n in.! N.; 


'%;/ ti h( udt I'cr. 




